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Bam^ Fain. 
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ttcvv humour,” juul Burrv P-iin ' '-oincd, Ihc 

of lii-s coruc.nixu-irics c, Jr. ’ “ with many 

New riunKiri ts ^ “ 'Hie 

death two year, mo „ ' his 

prochu-tiou of *hc 

•»dde.s auc! si rt 2L •' ^‘ncolJectcd 
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for this ■• sot h.r r him. It 

'”;'y eonic somewh It K ^ ''^hich follow 
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know of him only a.s the !mm ri^ i ’ 
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and HI them, as in liis .short .stories 'l, fnt hest, 

4 ii'aftsinai) widi 13 » V .• revcais iiiiiaficlt 
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fw versatile, and Harrv Pdo H 

The very Mel tt;' 
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Among his published uorks are novels 
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and short stories o£ every kind: 

sadre and criticism, and he wrote more than . ■ 

under a pseudonym, including a theological study. Agam, 
h has beL urged that the humorist is never taken seriously, 
and it 4y bt that his lesser-but none Ae less bnUant 
—work overshadowed much that was finer. Th 
a marked difierence between literary pop^ 
literary merit, and in a great b^k^ have 

litde in common. Indeed, many we - . , , „„hlicity 

owed their unprecedented success to accidental P^°J ^ 
and pure circumstance. Mr. Barry Pam to m 
years^ago that many o£ Ms books which 
lonsidefed his best, and which he knew to be his best,^ 
had been the worst seUers. At the Ume of our conversa 
don Victor Marguerite had been depnved of the .^ion 
of Honour as his book, “ La Garconne,” was regarded 
as a Ubel on the women of France. The publicity given 
to die book resulted in its phenomenal success, and editioia 
followed edition until over a quarter of a million copies 
were sold. Commenting on this Barry Pain said, “ In 
France you lose the honour and get the money, ^ but in 
this country you lose money and get the honours.’’ This 
remark was typical of him, and, like many others, con- 
tained much wisdom in disguise. Had he been content:, 

like many less gifted writers, to turn out a book^ a year 

each an exact replica of its predecessor — he might have: 
lost the honours and got the money, but like all true: 
craftsmen, he wrote as his heart pleased him. He always 
abhorred what he called the false, sweet story with the 
silly, sunny ending.” There burned in him a fierce hatrecl 
of banality. He despised the well-worn tricks and artifices 
of machine-made fiction, and his first published story ^ 
‘‘The Hundred Gates,” was a burlesque of the stock 
characters of late Victorian fiction — the strong hero who 
enters the army to die on the batdefield, the comical rustic , 
the family lawyer, the uncommon curate, and a score of 
others. Modern readers owe a great debt to this 
noir of his, for his break away from the old and accepteci 
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lonnulas a-rfainly lidpcd i,, j. .,- ,i, , 

iIk- j.ublK- liliranc‘.s {,„■ some- „!' th,- Jl 'll 
ol tile itiNt twenrv inua<,i<,u.s unrks 

I h, '.'■'"y ytars «| the iiuu-tccmli (Ctiiurv I a ,. 

Oitua \ u t„na, you u-.ll in- .unu.sai. Thr InJl tf 
tiKHieni (tct.on may not he mM„r«i hm tl, 

'vntmg has impriivai .(mazm-dv m I m 

the icomidastie attitude of iUn^ Vhn a id 'd ' ' 1“' 

Hk* rlciliuiLs Irnrsc' fi i r . * a.nk wiiy 

ttaursfal, ;uul wliv fh *} -tHvay.s ilci.sdv 

.m.i M.aaes uhuh u,-, " '•* 

"»■ 

'".mrtimn; new. and alrlmuei, ,, ,!,a ' | 

<'ni,;iuaiifv and |tes!ine« t" . *^".‘.hted inaiiv hv its 

etjiial mimher fur pee. I-, eJv iie 111'' *' 

verse and alummum, innntme ' aimuvl; uiVl 'n! ? T” 
‘Mer ami more imismative peuph- ..f in v ? ' 
‘“'-■'estmg in nuie that the ,.1 ,he il!' I , f 

toalay as when it fjisj ,snv the !, ,f,, t ^ 
t-itrelv a friumrih tilt nru. V t , ‘*i ' vr.irs ai;<» 

t 

'■»iiy u„i. ■' '« 

that were it n,., („r hn . . t *’ 'featment 

tlrseriprinn ^ that mvant.v al«l\\’v ' 
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pint potj so characteristic of all his writing — one would 
scarcely believe it to be the work of the same hand. 
Again, “ The Memoirs of Constantine Dix ” are in an 
entirely different vein — a type of story more popular to-day 
than it was in 1905. The character of Constantine Dix, 
so shrewdly drawn in these memoirs, is one that became 
very dear to Barry Pain, and one which he afterwards 
developed more fully. He loved a clever rogue, and 
many of his most amusing stories centre around such 
characters. The story of die “ biter bit ” was also an 
especial favourite and occurs again and again in many 
of his sketches in varying guise, but always in diverting 
situations. It is perhaps in “ The Exiles of Faloo ” that 
one sees Barry Pain’s powers most fully and surely 
exercised. The characters are astonishingly real and life- 
like, and their counterparts are everywhere. It is not only 
an unusual and exciting story skilfully and dramatically 
told, but a satire of great strength. Here is a work which 
will not easily be forgotten. It is a veritable masterpiece 
which must of necessity rank high among contemporary 
fiction. 

“ An Exchange of Souls,” the last story in this book, 
is of especial interest because it was just the kind of story 
that Barry Pain liked writing best — a fantasy written 
parallel to real life, but at a distance from it. He did it 
again many years later in “ Going Home,” the last fantasy 
he ever wrote. This type of work, he told me, presented 
certain and by no means trifling difficulties, and to him 
there was a certain pleasure in me setting up and deaUng 
with such difficulties, just as there was in making one 
word do the work of half a dozen. The putting of 
“ quarts into pint pots ” was always attractive to him, 
and he excelled in it. To realize so fully the limits of 
one’s art, and to evolve within those limits an individual 
technique are surely the hall-marks of a great artist. It 
may be urged, therefore, not extravagantly, that Barry 
Pain’s work was the work of genius — a prodigal genius. 
I make no apology for quoting the recent words of Mr. 

viii'.;-".. 
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la all a great artist, and he haT?era°h “d 
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IN A CANADIAN CANOE 


ON ART AND SARBrNRS-BUT MORE ESPECIALEV SARDINES 

SbonE *P0t u.. 

^ Get into your cauoe „ Sibe, Street. Put iu.o 4at 

cushions of three other boats 
unXUri.'’''"'- “ ”•? ■>' cool, 

ma^b? Wdy ■“ ■*■>' »“ 

- «ot 

Jo«r^hrh ' -th' LTu ““““‘y ■’’= ™ I 

quiet meditation, the drEnS'’'”the 

^m' ‘’T“' = CanadSn canoe 

Canadian canoe probably would anaW w ^ 
harmony in the death-song which a sw7n n^v 
or worse than that. ^ never sings— 

The man who would try to rnahf- n 
where he wanted would be anfrrv h^ro f 
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,0 go; and to rtX ■' ""' 

trdtoandt'.a^;a^ro< d„. , 

What a beautiful dm>E « J“,,'' u'r. .» 

angels see the trees \;„a -.una'ca lu''* •*“ 

J round to the back o C 

of that little bridge. >s • 1 uic 

coo as they cooed J; , • <me .<■.<• !:.'! '» 

same tub have the same hiut ) j ^ r, 

getting under the low ' jj ilc.ni -uni 

^precisely the same lumdic jd IIks^o.i ^ 

putrescent animal. N > j hnr, 

Ud not stay. Ihe „,,y i.d.r u.v Wfid 

for it that a Canadian canoe S'""' ,-, ,h.- 

I wish I could paint the '■»"8 ,, 

beauty of the trees to ‘ tnuunnr, .md 

against it. Music is masuih . ■ ■ > 

Poetry is their child. I*"'; , *'• J .4 ,,,,-„ Ih.u 

anyone; but its parents ^ ^^,,,1*.} itr.it 

is why know the tumes .4 fhiriiV- 

^ilnScH Li - idea what 

now ^Iltey sometimes meet, but tip (»'*' ! 

s“iri of z tok>fc, ,u..w,, h.uk^ ...o. 

sea and the constant noise ot a low* wnnl 1* ■ ■ 

big organ, which was hidden Irom my ^^1.; J ^ 

® ® c nnr! 'is he IliuvCii thf ITIIHH* flillt|?4^ 

curtains or cloud » sina as nc pw)^. 

n lirmty which was IrUcr Ihaii ill mm^ 









IX \ I \\ \] 'M \ 

I'oc All .111(1 XhiMi .)ir II..! . ;, ;i-:i.- . ,. 

At jllt'M'Ilf liir\ .til- .llii.nni 

cite (uirs (it liic g.tiijr lim | :<r_ r 

old (jd.iirr! iK'iurcn rhnn 1 j.j.r .j . . 

tlir IjU.tnri U.IS ,iU<Ul ud! it<- j 

they uil! l((\r mir .uit.ilu-i iiifir ». 

whd will lllVlt ihr 1«11U, Hill i.Ar UI.!.. I.;:.:..! 
■Vlmigth .lUii Ix-.miy i.i An .u>.i Mu-j, ji .i i%.no H. 

will iir iliilerrnl tioin .dl liifrr , 4riJ 1**1 4! r»* ** 

fiKcnf \rf, 

olu iouluuiu! rhf u .ij' j V^, I r.-/:: « 

jy^i lakcii itir jMuiir! ^ ■■■ 

sharp lotim! .nit! ,,,,, ’ 

lictlc tiesJy JiiW S.rc, lua fuiilig . > - j r.„ 

I yau! pjidun, mi i 

1 ihnt lluuk hr y r » I h A %. f I c r i i t,,s * i .<■ - 

alwiut a. Ii'n net .l^ a i J l,|.W! 

A !ish juaijifd, 

i kiu.u iK.i ihr iuiiir» M ud>r,. in,( a ,, ,, 

SUMk ()i (ilirtni vuir(, ..j iJi.,* j'jj, 

w.iggiaiy; as mHj ,.l,i .. ;} . . , . 

tell «»c. i;.in a ti.Hr iirrii 4 » 4 ui»i« 

No; ihr s.a,lti,r u ,, 1 , jr,.-;* . ir 

^4^ililll.|, y,!iriy fh- < ur.y 

tlOI. ll (.mjlol svdln Hi tir-.h «a!ri, ! 

Us III Hij.., Hitull .(ir }U.lr,i UI .lAUi ...I .. 
r« Aoi/r., Hro.r ,hr UU., . ‘ 

I f.lla)(ll hrl|. fhini.;; ,t,r f . 

hjs[0<u,.ll S.iu|l»ri 4 i.u..^ SJl.i 1 ^ , I 

nT.i on oj,j.„„ir 

Iw ifi thr Krj 

ioW (lira iovr. Hr }u.J r * 1 , 

la«<W. III... „?,b. ; , 

- I 
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givea out? ’’ He was not a hymn, snu r.c v..,- 

hnrl a tender heart. ,, . 

All day long he sat^mi a stone, ‘V';; 

his position acutely. Ah, i» s»(. 

to himself. . , 

And she was the hie and m.uI <■ .1 ... y ; • 

roaring Adriauc. She ciu.ppcd, .unUpni... ... 

so brilliant that the surlacc ol u>c ,.!• ; 

And no one guessed that ncuc.na >... < 

worm was gnawing at the hc.ui oi ..a- ... • . 
No one would have been so oohs.i. . . ■ 

known that when a vvorm^and .t usu ua... ■ ■ 

fish that does the gnawing: Sull. me d-a s,..., 
a trifle weary. Why might site not .-a “d •• 

must she sull'er? ^ , u ■> . 

“ II faut soulfrir pour cire beuc, -ts 

die butler hit it. 1 

About this time a young man, who w.c. u.o- 
ance on Queen Clcop.ni.i, luiiij.rued to he ; ■ 
P.N.O. steamer. Ihis was m the icpu..ui- .i 
Duilius introduced the i'.N.O. !me, l a- i 
merchants, with a keen eye tor hu.uic-,., . 
P.T.O. steamers, which wcie uiMued l.it 
value by unsuspecting oiliees in the Ic.'. ie.;. : 
Spain. These wild tribes did no! S.i 
signified, but the steamers dur, so tUd U-e ■ . 
/>■« 1 1 vvni r cl '1 who were thus s.ived .dl 


expense of burial. 

But let us return to t>ur s.ii'diites. le.r I'-tr 
the P.N.O. steamer was re.uJing a novel ol ( t;r. 
misliking the book, he flung 1: into thr 
attendants of the doc-sardine oioug!'! u U; d;--. 
and she read k with avidity, and aiff i fa. " ' ' 
very elegant, and very Frcncls. 

She sat in the rose-tinted brnidost. unit .t ‘--d 
her gills, dreaming of her love. ” Ah: " -hr • 
faintly, “ Si vous saviez." 

She could not sleep! K« sfxiiicr SamI slic . 

4 
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m. i„„jc /r,„ ,1,^ I„ ' , ' ■ 'In- liJ.I 

"■ Sl,r ,.,„l ,,H ..I , ■ V'T , 

IHCmij hrd a*i 'intl » l riic 

w.«,u f -T, 

■'ll j„- k„c«. m'.i" 

‘'''■'I'* lit’ i.uifii ■■ n ill till* 

Ihu!.. iinj.. • 

»M-< It> U) (Ills *.» kjui.IUy hr u.i. i.tiini d-r it .'.tnii 

■■•••«• Il.r hud. s.uiitt,r -.I’.ifni ,i,nr \ 

nraily fell! ’■ .Uid 

.\I1U ... (1„J uw himii; U tr, ihr ..(itiv hu.i t a 

u'ulmui Mtirtirs «.t imhluiii •“'^♦nmjuduiun 

thr -..uttr j.ir.rV.} imurmniMs, 

.'.'ai.!-'Ti,, 

>i'-'.i..'v'',;hl;:i..^, -i.^ 

i«.'t', . '.'r, ,r, I," " ■' ■■* 

i.'ii. “■ I’"' I’-" ii'^y 

i'«'i. .M. Ti'c ,i,ml L r; ■> »«■<) ... 

..f vVhen I ui-’ V'lr I 'T" " ■“ 1“"'" 

i »^ncf» I say yuH. I n,p;,„ ,j,p sympathetic 



more STOWES BY BARRY PAIN 

reader who can eiitec 

the loafing of ° J loafing of t''*-' ‘*’'” 

that does what i^t likes, and ,„,,H;i.,. 1 

does not take the nauseous Au -nui 

want the younger child whojj » . .„,a 

Music are reconciled again, wl raiclcss hui 

yet never ““ '‘'.“.fiiTtow ,11 J»« dw wi.T-nl.y 
quite true. That child w>ll ^ 

to“ht3f!ird"™TyJk^^^ „„,. 

.o^“hrh:Sytntl:ve£3cdc 

"‘'llrSi - a andden ver«. - ,w.., Kn.dly ccuw 



"sLrorS'u-ki" .t.v ..,„i.i. 

And to no stippling fn.m the go,,.! ..m.p.c. 

My shame and joy before the |..Von-. <..er!.. 

For I have walked in galleries ofientimn. 

And shaded with one li.-trid a p>i>i;iiig nr. 

And found no touch of love m sotirii turns 
As hard as nails, as dead R> ecstasy; 

And nothing in the gallery svas fait. 

But ihc worn face of the toinnussionaiif . 

So in despair 1 wax a trifle foarsr, 

And cat a hearty steak, and dtsitl. toy foe'. 

And twenty thousand million nlie loip' 

Of evil spirits enter in and jefi . 

"She’s dead and rotten’" cties inv^ aitgiy heait. 

And slccps-and secs the living (ace <■( Ait, 
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ON exaltation : together with an anecdote from the 
EN r£RrAlNMENtS ” OF KAPNIDES 

SwS “ou^HTwtfcr^'V^r^ " 

berr.rrn ^ which produces religious exaltation: and it 

Aytoc ef iT^lrlndUiSf t 

Tf h sympathy with the weather 

£ tr.^i/aTiSr£' It « 

h£T ‘’t .'■■y''’”' teoT cf .^TtodT 

laziness Now ezatacion i, beginning to ent“?„ i tdl 

p,? “irriiKtFj 

niiich as looked upon pudding- this dav An 

poet coxnes swiftly past me 7h i U‘ j unknown 

information. He Ss T ,h? b-'u'”:,^ ** W” 
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more stories by BARRY PAIN 

memory-vignettes come up quickly bclorc the ' V ’ 

and the mental eye has a rose-tinted glass stuvl. 

O passi graviora, dabit dcus lii;. qii<)<!ue Imcin. 

That is a memory-vignette. I ain b.uk at^ sv.uun 

in a low form, and 1 am asked to p.u.sc " pava. .aul 1 
parse it humorously, and there is av\lii! m.cihc; .nn 
Aen one sharp click, because the in.iMcr^ ui ueivtai'. 
irritation snaps in two the cedar pencil la ms n-nni. ^ 
hate him, and he hates me. i'or the inc.iinui.'. ... lur 
words I care nothing. Now I think over them ay.nn. .onl 
I see that Virgil is very intimate with me. .md hr 
knows the way I feel. 

Up comes another quotation, this itmc In-m a tmne 
modern author : 


The sun wa.s gone nt»w; ihc t urfft! 

Was like u little 

Fluuering far tknvn the gtill; anel 
She spoke lluongh the still vvrathrj ; 
Her voice was like the Viiice Uie stars 
Had when (licy sang {t»gcfliri. 


Yes, and if he had said tluit ilic ciirlcii inuHin !ikr 
a bitten biscuit thrown out of window in a !u;4h wunh 
it' would not have been- much las true. Urn ihcnr ib 
poetry in a biscuit, and precious link suNirnancr. I h*’ 
gentle fall of a feather is lull ol [Mierry : 

The day is dune, and the darkiien 
Falls froni the wing'4 ♦»!' nigtu, 

As a fcadier is wafted downward 
From an eagle in !ti:» llighf. 

Edgar Allan Poe quoted those lines in his In tiiir oii 
The Poetic Principle, and remarked on their iiiMtnii.uHf. 
Well, he’s dead. 

There arc no more mcmory-vigncttes. I have no motr 
exaltation left. For a certain young woman crossnl the 
bridge, and she had a baby with her, anti .i young man 
behind her. And she had the imjK'rtitteiiec ut call the 
baby’s attention to my canoe. Then she sjxtke wiitgcd 

8 
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i V, ulritvl'i'/n fw.irry lM,ury h,ui. ^. „ u m ' 
'luiunric. ’h'uA Vi*,u.ilA " ’J’^'ty. 

tUKj wiiJi ‘*'*'^ *''> ^'^■‘!!.i- 

I f»nr I'. (ii.)!.;K 'ui ill,- v.,H(i.; •|'|-.,., 

'*< ‘‘ts p.i.'.r. in-, hill', lii.l fi ’ .t in.iu iliiiikus,. 

\UjC* J’MUlA I,, , ‘•'lU.i. *» ''‘C.C‘Mi\ ,1^ || 

‘Ushiun.. .,| Ku- .,UK,r \hi“ 

* 'pn i>M.,trii !ii.n Irdri aiiri“‘’,ll“' iHiJrful.r, 

••mi. of t.niiu-, uv ^t(,|.,,.,i ^} ■ ■ -if my w.i!j», 

i"*- H.yv ih.K uoin.uVj:dirl\t 

"■'•if*'- »l ., m<mui cin-m<* ' \,Hri 'fir 

‘‘T U'rvmmnrrr Al.lrv u m ‘ 

aT*!; """ ' 

'"''»">otii.l,Hr jn.u..rs „J 1‘ '' -•(•.! Jl.r 

f-Hiuir,!. 'il.rAiu-.- . mnm..,,/,,, ,„,,,„| 

.;ii •■<; 


inr 1 f -J irjt" J .1 -i 

•“..miiaiHLt.M,,, an,J ihr .I'rf.t im.Ti "‘V '‘1 ^'''' 

mJ. f'T ituAMlKT.i „, ,hr 

yati Jcmrmfn ih>i ,itiii.» .n .. 

n, fiH J ;. ! *f*f '»"',v mill |jy K.j|i 

' '"■ '■ '"'i' *«■ Hr JmiV'ltfS: 
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more STORIES BY BARRY FAIN 

perhaps, but he has his points. It is the story ^ 

^°No- it is not the story of the Sparta ir liov 
about’a fox, and subsequently dial ol the »es s'h-' • "e. 

told about himself. , ^ 

It is the story of an Athenian Ixn, ■<< 
of June sat quite alone in a thin lent by nip . ^ 

tent was pitched under the . shadow ol the lout; <■ * . ■ o* 

the nieht was hot and stifling. 

He sat alone, for dead men arc no cuiui'any . _ii.' 

father and his eldest brother were in i a nut _ 

but he was alone. He had not been aliaul u* u ..-i. . 
in their sickness, for he had himsell rccuvm-d tom tlw 
pestilence; but it had taken away frum bun he, .emp 
Ld his memory. He had been very bcMUtiiul. .md hu. 
mind had been very full of i;m metnuru",. ,Vd wm 

gone now. He kept only the lew hare i.ia-. wimli tre. 

dying father had told him, that his niotiu-r li.id died uatp. 

before; that they had lived in the country and h.id nrrn 

ordered into the city; that Periclc.s h.id ni.ide .1 icni.trk.i.'q 
fine speech in the preceding year; .uui lii.u _ ni'. o.uy 
surviving relation was his twin-brother, who f'..d loiir 

away into Eubcea with the shec[>. On ihc-w lev, |«im) 

facts, and on the two dead manly iKidies heloir linu, ! '■ 
pondered as he sat. And the night grew Lite, .im! yrt hr 
could hear outside the tent people [lasMiig hu'.ily, .nni 
quarrels, and long horrible cries. 

And suddenly the pour (.yrcck hoy, wuli ilir 
an old beauty haunting his dull eyes ami v.uit-d ,bn h->. 
'ooked up, because he was coii.scimis ot the jur'fou- <4 .1 
leity; and there before him sat an i>ki gcnili iu.in m -t -.dl 
lat, a frock-coat worn shiny under the i.iu-, mu. peppri 
and-salt trousers, with a pen stuck at the h.uk <*1 Im. r u 

“ I perceive a divine fragrance, " die iaty s.nd, 1 hr 
fragrance was gin-and-water, hut he knew it not. *' ,\tul 
about thy neck there i.s a circle of hriglitiu-ss/' In thn 
he was correct, because the old gentleman vs a*, wr.ning an 
indiarubber dickey covered with luminuus p.uiit, vvlucit 
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'^AINUE 

S^d^k! Sf Jess ^ “ 

cannot be but that th Ju In L unto mine. It 

time art thou come; for my hem f^hea 
a god can comfort rr,; I ^ ^ but 

rendered to the nods but thw 1 '^°rship have I ever 
taken all thinns from me- ^ have 

ieft. and he keens the ’ ^^id only my twin-brother is 

dost thou most wilhngly 

card 'S'! gentleman, and produced a 

printed : ^ ^be boy. "on it was 

The Proleptical Cashier 

(^S'ent for Zeus (2f Co., Specialists in Punishments.) 

sp-ikM '*■' ‘“y. " «nd thy 

and now I know thnt ^ understand them: 

already I ^re kinder to me, because 

ashra the power to say this peshW.” ’ 

Por a young un,” said the cashier “ rU *> 
calm, seeing that I made that pestilence ’ T ^ 
go into your little account P^®"^cnce. I just want to 

boy, incurred a little debt anrT'y ^^^^’^'§^^"dpapa, my 
thing settled before thS JsS P°- ^be 

just taken those two 1 v2 ” SlZ 

boys f«h« lightly 'Urhis 

beauty and your memory. How sweet the ■ 
be on you, my lad! buf you can’t it t®-'' ' 
won t experience it again ^ You nr uJ^ 
we shall just kill vour hmjhe- j ^ *'Sbt. Now 
and then the thing will be sJSe ‘be rot, 

Bight, and you’d^etter buS re;e ^to" I’l?’ f ^ 

Io.ga, Z»,Vg„ ie 3 PVing for it. 

The biy set daeed. e/d 1 tJoTspS' 


II 
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..Tha.s a noh bujU » 

yards from your teat._ ii^> o , 

Kn,rrro« ...r .i.- '.yv: 

car? * “1 “r='''o ri I-::;: 

„L oi dim gentlcmca that Jo pa, asa,,^. - 

all about it.” , 'I'hn- innk up 

^ ,1,00 

gentlemam^ He pulled a Ik« ul m..t>hrs tuuu^ 



“Swop? he said gcntU. ^ tluii'i fniiuL 

“ All right,” grumbled the cashu'i 

? ‘idr“n''r;r,a;^^ ‘ 

“i::'i,.,y *.1 .""'-u-'o 

Uftlr erv leapt into the ilames. Atul hi bte ’.nu 
know too little. 

It’s begun to rain. I diink i’ll b*’ ‘'b- 1 

anachronisms. 
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On * TOf ll’f) 

‘JM. lOGLIHkR Wirn THE DREAM OF THE 

DEAN S I'REi'ARATtONS 

Tim morning, becan.sc tiu- air w...s fresh, and tiu- 
to'‘bc‘ u/ovcd1 ^ i>rcakfa.st, it, .seemed 

in <lK-V;ackr iW 

r K r , , iJoal.s AIL thc:!’c‘ in nir rnornino 

lime „|„.„ „,y ,ii 'ii-iver 

nil “"iL: ;■ :;?, n.ri.nr 

Kige, hni a budge caniu.t run int,. nu-; and a hridae 

I l u r,;™,, ■>■ 

.,,wi .! . '* '■'•“'•'Ui.ni saiiDe must go n.s (nvii vviv 

•uu itat ;my attempt to control it is a basene.ss. ’ 

t .saev a n un an m front oi m working i.ard in one of 
(hose vessels that went a thousand nnles'dow,, the Jordan 

/ I Hike nitt> a canter, caui;lu the a!)s<)Iute 

.teS;:-r‘" 

< s ate . . ^ (Ht svould have expected tlte tibsohtte stningcr 

I'n "r I l?di I'*'' ,Short«t 

mv u V d’''I<»ui^.vd for having been in 

tat iu bail not inconvenienced me. I sbnnmcd mv 
.siHiuhlens and iorgave him, with considerable hauteur ^ 
Ibn my Ixiat got Kcmor.se liadly. It thd not want m 
.ve any more, and trial to knock its braitis oi, at ,,4 
(.larc Hndge. I .stKithcd it. and tied it up. i I 
citnoes are such sensitive things. ‘tn-tuian 

This son of incident cannot hajmen when one cuts 
leatircs to go ««, the river in the morning. Atid one docs 
more work. You take your Plato's ** Pha-do,^ am! 

>3 



more stories 

really eEJoy tt. “ inuki'iau.l. » 

leave It; if there s a ^y. \,iu 

don’t worry about t, and ^ 

understand, It goes home ^ y 

iLguage. What after a ‘''‘iple >'i 

grammars » pha-du ” into >he lioiss ut toe 

minutes, one pitc - 

boat, and a J ^ ,;g,ec with me m. the- 

My Better Self docs not g ..m! 

but I had words ^ speakim; n'lius. I m d. 

since then we have not ban 

it impossible to J p- p ,, , u.mmou pi. M l-. 

I could deceive my _„J I j.,,, 

but I will not do it. I h- ■ , ,,i.u 

been very, very sorry for them. I U. k 
had prevLsly been ... i.e 

of the amount of ’jS . , p,.oiig!ti a bhish m the 

faked that average "■'“'j.j’ .' iiui Vnuir the vh.iiiurd 

cheek of the chartered hberunc. ami m.aU 
accountant moan l„ ti e •.•.■mi 

daily average of 2 j j Pe' liad tiutir latltn 

week we were asked to , ,,i, ...u ' 

more than ten hours a d.iy. •. ,j„„r 

self-deception never pays. ni \p_^, 

a friend of mine, liked po‘k l'’ojs. I I,,*. Wliv’ 

VainX »d rrrarlc him».l( J;;/ ' , I",, 

Simply and solely because he aiut %vitnr a i 
published it”— which began » 

Darling, thy hi.»i kh>^ iny 

Before he wrote that poem, he used m iVrd .dnmst 
on pork chops. After it was puhlishmi, he pirtrmlrd i.m 
a little ripc^fruit was all he needed. Uh.u s 
him? What do you suptxise? I nehmuMs. .. u m . ^ 
It’s much better to be perfectly honest. I he . n .« - . 
of all was last May. A man m.ide himself Wlirse that 
he loved Bradelby’s sister, and he never got .my iienn, 

14 



IN A CANADIAN CANOE 

iJc just, pined away and marrial her. IVrhaps v<ai don't 
K'ali/,e what that means, bm von never inci Bra<lclhv’.s 

I met her. She .sat down at the piano and .stroked it as 
if It were a lap-(iog. Siie uas tjuiie tender in her move 

and slic sang: 

Ojifte in d'jc* dcccrer flcad tkr% I'lrvttiiif in’all. 

Shwtly afterwards site saitl tliat she wanted to live a 

listHil lilt*. 1 Ian s<*rt oi thing siaiujKS a uaanaiu 

I .suppose I must liave been -<,111;; to .sleep when I 
thought lltat last .sentc-nee. iCr I sud'denlv luuiul iny.seli 
III the a-iitrc of Epping bhreM, and beloie me was a 
college dean m lull academie.ds. lie u.is a leathery old 
dean to look at, and yet he h.ul some nervousi)e.ss o{ 
inanner. Of et.mse lie u.is not a te.il de.m. init only a 
< le.im ‘le'in. Ihe real deans d cannot say it too 
einphaiteally are ««f leathery, aiul are nervous. 

\Vhcn he s.tw me, lie began to inh his haiais gently 

.'V it thoiight niv b.e.nt wonl,i h,e.tk. 

1 his is a little umisn.il," he s.iid; ” .1 b.uie irrcgiil.ir, 
is it not? Have you permission, may I .tsk, from the 
University amhorities, in drive ,1 t'.in.idiaii eamie Wiuiein 
through hpping iauestr " 

No. .sir, 1 saiti politely; “ hut 1 was ttot aware that 
permission was required." 

bpi's.s he letoited inanely, "contains 

ahsoluielv no i.itty m.itier. Apphi.mts arc therefore 
assurrti, if they cannot hunow here, it would he futile 
to apply cisewhetc. IVrson,t] visit invited." 

" Hut, sir," 1 urgeii. " this is .1 

" Stop! ” he mierrupted me, tapping the palm of one 
ham! with the liirefinger of the otlwr. " 'rh.ii’s not the 
jioint, ,inti you know it's not the jHtini. | have crime 
here to pr.iitise my tiart- -Tif.inia -in MnUummer Nhhti 
Dirain, with real fairies, { do mu tlu it hec.mse I like 
it. I do it Iwcaiisc 1 wish to entcit.iin atiii interest some 

«5 
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young ladies who will be staying with rnc ilunng tJu; juiu* 
festivities. You interrupt my prcparatum.s, yai iiigi.i.-u 
the fairies, you annoy me exceedingly, aiui vmn 
ance in college chapel is not what it .slioiiUl la-. I'ni 
been smoking, and you .smell. Wlicic nu alU.mieu! r. 
made the deposit will be returned in lull. 

I could not quite make it out, because ilHMlc.in di.i it'.: 
seem as if he would make up into a good TiMin.i. Ptif 
that was the only thing that .surprised me. ! i':,-nr,-.e,. 
to sit quite still, and "not to frighten the huiu",. .mu 
entreated him to go on with the rchea!.s,i!. ^ 

“ Very well,” he said, seating himself on .i ‘.unp 
“You will not see the fairies; but you will lie.u iheni. 
We are now commencing Act 11, Scene iti. I give ilieni 
their cue: 

Sing me iinw askep; 

Then to your <*llices, atui kt ntc 

Now, then they sing: 

You spotted snakes with diMiblr rongur, 

You know it? 

I knew it very well; but what, flic really 

was this : 

Fiusi I'AJHV 

You potted slates, disguised as toiigiif, 

Corned oxen ho not srrii; 

Such things never put him tvitim*, 

Never hurt the collrgr dean. 

CuORlkS 

Fill liim up with mavttnnaee, 

Made in several ditlerent ways 
(Salmon, chicken mayminnise; also lob-.icr may«iiiiaisf|; 

Never fear, 

’Twill keep him t|yfer, 

Shocking queer for several days; 

He can't work on mavonnaisr, 

Si'Mmti lUtRV 

Curried .rabbits, come not tdgb; 

Hence, tomato»tinnefs, heme* 

He can eat what you or I 
Wouldn’t for a' Inimlretl peticr. 

{Chorus m hefore*) 

t6 
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“ There,” exclaimed the dean, tuniinn «. ine “ tlm 
goes pretty vvcil I think, Shakespeare wonkl be pleased. 
1 s all play Midsummer Night's Dream an du- first nit-ht 
oi the visit ol rny lady friends. On tl,c .second niOu I am 
going to sing them .some songs. On the third night I shall 
give a conjuring entertainment.” Me suddenly stofiiicd, 
and bui.st mto tears. “ And on the fourth niglit,” he 
•solihed, their funeral will take place, and they arc .so 
young and fair ! ” ^ 

Couldn’t you fix their funeral for the first ni-ht’ ” I 
asked, -rhey’d sufTer less .so.” 

“ No,” said the dean firmly, “ du-v must lie ttmused 
l«sl~amu,sed and interested and entertained. And 1 
must amuse them, and 1 never amu.sed anyone in my life 
before. I ctin’t take them to ilie r.iccs, because there arc 
undergraduates alKnit. 1 can’t take them to dane'es for 
similar reasons. I’m going to do it all mv.self.” I le burst 
<Hit .soblmig again. “ And 1 kmnv it will' kill tiicm. The 
iairtcs svon t play out ol: Hpping Cocoa, so I shall have to 
undertake every character in the piece. Now I must go 
back and practise my «mgs. 1 am .m an.xious to be 
amustng. It quite weighs on my mind. You don’t 
know anytliing that would do for the umjurim' eutertain-' 
ment, do ytai? Card-tricks, you know, or thitik-ofttny- 
lumificr you hke, or .somctlung of that .son.= " 

As he s.iid these words hV got into mv boat, which 
started down a river that iknveil ini<, a drawing riMim. 

t pit ont. 1 hen the lioai changed into a iiiano, and 
the dean sat down to it, and heg.tn to play the symphony. 

It s one o those simjile, totichin,. song.s,' and it’.s 

calif d * Papa/ ** 

llirn he sang ; 

my mi i»wr ‘ilNmiarr*», 

UfVi h4\r H tnuk whrrt i\unri 

I »»nlv imwrfwffi tf m mt, 

Oiflv mmarwra ir uj fiiif. 

Am! it\ m Itf mul m iltHik, 

Ym cm mve ii me Imk »ll 
My firaif, nmi#! ii% Ni’rrwnl, h Imiv, .mu 
Aim yriM, wliffi irrnvril. ligliV 
,17 
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“ You caa’t pssibly sing tlun to the I.itiu s 1 ■ ■■ 

“ No,” he answered; “ I’ve kept the WiUil- a t.« 
long, and the weather’s been hot. HI 

fervent and passionate one, i , r 

“No you won’t,” I .said hrmh, .le.d iniu['nl u.tM 

piano, which changed into the e.iuoe ..;;,nn. and -.t.u 

away down the river. , , i , 

“ That’s the wrong ’bus! tlte de.in s.urrt.ul ..o i . 
He shrieked so loudly tliat he woke nir. u-.e-.t, 

half woke me. I was so full ol He nir.i t.i.ii i v... , 
the wrong ’bus that I got out. Ute 
middle of the river at the time. Y<ni wdl Imd .w » v r .i 
edition of Plato’s “ Phxdo,” a copy of l.tst urrk « /v, r u-u 
and my nicest pipe at the butioin oi the t-.srr i > Ktog ■■ 
At any rate, you may go and dive hu them if v.u like 


tM", 

Uf 
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ON REI'UiCTln.N; ro WlUcii: IS awh-Ij TIM-, sXOKy Mj; rUH TIN 

fU'\UT 

I UKi.; u, wal.li those ircrs rd!<Mn! i„ Uu- Thrv 

u ■cMsonol tlu-.r hrme .nlcMnl v..,o„i. 

uay up All oh,ni,vc-, oulsi.lr l.ats .,ir .f, uerv. .uul 

? f /*:y ” ■« «>.u .uul say hr.uls. i, ,s .Kvavs laiis 

pJ.UfhaNkft m the dark, 1 aluays lalu- out tliutmn 
vum.,ss.vc lorks In-forc I li.ul .me'. I, .-x, ! 

c m-yllnug. (..ohaialy ,!.e unrna wav to J„u- V, !' ali; 

to begin wuh the fiuii and end with the oxoet- inuri uu 
Y"b I-* briier done ha.iataids. When | h-.ue lot 

wririu. kwauir."' i ’ 

lliiiiK, 111,, I „ I,,..., |„ „ in 

0*. Jt IS not only h.inpiet .ittti tmliet, Inn n iho 
more pu|Ham. Von ,an never iril uiinl \on%e ki.ked it 

H.st. New possdnhnes a.r open to son. A.uthiite m v 
Happen. ,n,d prtteralfv does. So. t..., sk.nute Z 
jkater m d inr that the only rnjoyahie method' or prot- 

r t , backwards. ■' U uuUs I- 

ke a bntl. be mh!; "and I don’t hrhevr von 
fliat »r«.sat)on nf flight any iitlicr svay." ‘{|c 
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seemed to float on the ict. If on st., i n 

skater. At last he galumphed uUo a ■; 

like a bird for a few yards, the., 
hurt a lady. Look at these ra.lwav c.,l!>v. - 

all know what an awful th ng a railway ^ ■ __ 

how does it always happen? h itappens irun, 

wanting to go to the saute .spot aiu ■ 

simultaneously. If both trams ha. ‘ 

their directions, no collusion eou.d h.e.r U..p. .^t ' - 
train should never be allowcd^ to go .mY'.iw: •. yuy 
to back to the place whence it came. imi. '..u 

like these pages to be of solid, material tm; i" 
men who are really trying to lea.i^ the phi!<.s..p.t!. 
and are quite earnest in their dcsim to .ivou! liw . . 
of action without falling into the (..harvhdis ul ilrM 
I will put my facts and deductions cleat Iv aiuS ou 
The facts are two : 

(1) 'That a tree is reflectctl in thr w,urr wri.>iip' wjv 

(2) That the reflection of such a rclkciic^ti 
right way up. 

"From No. 2 wc deduce that fhr brsi lun.in' tort 
is to crib some other maiTs ideas or rrdr. afi,, 

is what I always do when I write an arlii !r. 

From No. i. we deduce that as al! rrlhMam n. 
reverse of the thing reflected, it is tvrsi fn ,uf a!!«»‘,‘r 
without reflection; and this is what tlw rdina ahwiv 
when he prints my articles; are! whai Vf.u viairdwr 
when you pay good money for this v^lnnir \i\ 
of it. 

In .the meanwhile, my dear old sympafhrfu witwr 
been going slowly backwards on its tnvfi a.iouio, ant! i 
be stopped. 


It was only the. other night that ! niv wiupr *ai! 
in the moonlight, when ikrriver is sfilitarv and qnirf, I 
shall not take it by night any more, bnaiisf if o. owi 
sympathetic.^ A man came and iranre! over oiir #4 ihe 
bridges and watched the reflecfion of ihe spangled m 

m 
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.’in* npplr. lly s.jhI. - I'tvr hi • •' 

'>< ” su'uu' i,.,ul .u ,iu , i„„ j,,. , ■ 

--nj, ,unh,l.a u,nnuMl, cu-.ua. - l-h .ui .vcr nuu '■ 
In '-ini .M'icnuily, .uui u-.tlivnJ uc.inly .av.iv. Mv |,uu 
MJiij.ly Mitukicmi. 1 unikl !rci u .shiulua'. ' 

-Utrr that it atmirdly M'lituiiciit.i!. .\,nv 1 h.,tc uul 

>1 K»tjliy,li . It !J».iUc .MltllC vcrstu At ic.(;,t I MlH|h,sc the 

•iiu u.iuls, and im Mite i m..ui,i/c<l the h.imluntuu-. 

ktiid. i-.fr' ' 

. 2“ ’IH- tuctu at tin.se vases, 

nuic m.iy hr MiuKthuu,. HI tlian ujiuh the wark! uiH 
<*ne ii.iy haul t., J,rndi. (heie luav iiaf he; iuH i 
dcju-aatr the ueakitess atui setiiui.eiuajuv vvhuh aiiisr 
vase. Ue uaiu t.. hr .sHatu;, ,ealjy miuiu;. We want 
mule at the synuf at th.it t .ailu aucltam uiia uatifrd a 
HI hrait nude te.r hmisch. '11,^ sunv is udl niuui-h 
hmwii atui yau u ill laid it in lavy : u is u, „„r aj 
iuNt Diaks: hut 1 give It tar ti,c tnurlk ai ,e,.a i . uhu 
.ilC Hat dassual. 1 da iiat ■..*.111 Midi ir.nlas, 1 laii 
rememhrr the tune vvi.eji 1 },..d uat tin- aif. • ],..iar. 

' llj . flu auii.il HtMyjhi, the .ihtlas; 11 ; t.tiniiiatUV 

Ullh Iltr Itiair iru.tnhlr {Mils a| Jiisi,,iv. uhwis uuh .iH 

H'ad. tv hr It sjMikrn i kiiau tli.ii I umv j.r..rs... 

I liasr latju.tien satiir ,,| tj.r n.itiies, .d! the eialrs, an.l 
a frvi a! the ! 1 . ts Itn, dtrse air iiat (hr fssrilti.is, 
Muh ihUHts ate hut the div Ntlles a! Junav. We u .itii 
the tirsh .uul h|„Hi and siHru s the uai.is, ,hr l.uue. 

t>r.iiiiitul, vague svanK that smiidge ava diiii, uhv nutij 

y^*u i;iii f scr if. 

'la HiulrrMaiui why the Callu durtlain v. anted .1 tin 
he.ut wr must hrs, .n dl aj.|.«ra.„c the tna,,’, elai.iarr. 

When the Caiiit irilre, ja uhuh he i«-!ani^rd. ta.u.-J 
anr ai their stiddrii [»|an» {(iiiUnnmi iuni "■ 

he was .ilwayv in i},f from af the ImiiIcj }••*' 

Was at hatiic he used to sntake hu nine in •' 
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because his wife and her mother would not allow 
the house. He had plenty of fighting courage, 
domestic courage. And there were other points in w 
he saw that he was weak. Sometimes, for instance, 
found some aged veteran in the streets, in a stat 
destitution, with a card on his breast to say that ne 
lost his wife in a colliery explosion, selling 
playing on the tuba telescopica, an instrument resem — 
the trombone, but more deleterious. Whenever 
happened, he would buy the matches, or give the n 

money. It was weak of him, but he couldn t help it. 

The tribe to which he belonged was transcende ‘ ^ 

heterodox, habitually untruthful, and characterized 
belief that the affections resided in the heart. So, _ _ ^ | 
this poor chieftain found that he was getting too good 
kind (ah, how many of us have felt like that!— 1 - 

have), he concluded that sorneAing must be wrong 
his heart, and went to a medicine man or fa\ir. An 
said : “ O fakir, would you fake me up a tin heartP - _ 

the heart which I have is too unpleasantly soft, and 1 . 

a metal one.” The fakir agreed to make the change v ^ 
twelve ducats. But just at this time an accident happein.^^ 
to the budget of this tribe, and a tax of ten ducats 
pound was put on plumbum album — no, my boy, ■ 

white lead: it means tin. So it was quite clear to tltt 
fakir that he could not afford to give the man a tin ±a.eut^t , 
and yet he had signed the document. Besides, he ivaxatft i 

those twelve ducats. i i . i * 

So he gave the man chloroform, removed his heart:^ 
then proceeded to do his best with a cheap substittit t- 
But the cheap substitute refused to be faked, and the lalKii 
was still hard at work trying to make something t 

should do quite as well as a tin heart and last longer, wlxsr* 
he noticed signs of reviving consciousnps in the chieita* JX 
He had no more chloroform to give hira, and no tix^e: 
lose. So he hurriedly sewed up the incision, and Icxt: 
man with no heart at all, neither of flesh, nor of tin. 3. nci 
of cheap substitute, 

' ' ' 22. 
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‘‘S..? 

home, tackal l,i., wife, ,i„.ied eijj .r,; 

n the drawing-room, broke his nanhcr-iti-law’s lK-.d 

vonTV «>mc tea, and 

piece, ^ crimson plush mantel- 

Now, next day another (jaul was aoing down the street 
wheat he saw two goats being harnessed to a milk clirt E 
.1 once occurred to him that it would he as well to throw 
■m nf ‘‘“Otlwr insurrection was started 

oi™;/ s'uJSr 

Jirst as the trumpets sounded lor a charHc this Callie 

dw ten? '■"'"f his hLdkerchief in 

ms didE r'p ■' got 

dishkcd. hut as tile rest ol the tribe were moMlv 

s'urtit that much. I’he 

anvartT” ^ Hm' I . ‘■'^'"1 has iKgun to he a 

towatd. But he was not afraid of ihs wife, and used 

^Jac language in hei [irescuce tluring mealtime'.. One of 
te_.M.rv.vors went so far i.s t,i run' a lance through the 
}) au, uheic the chieftain's lieart ou-tlit m Imve been.' 'J'he 

I- a.. 

|)eaih is connected with the smpjcge <,f the heart’s 
•Hlion; lonsetiuently this ehiehain luver dial, aiul it is 
;ir.gued that during the S>to Pho-nieian attempt m 

Ilere there is a Iii.Hus in the mamiscript. A scribe has 
adiled a note m the margin p,///h.C " 'fhr chief. 

name'aiTh f f ^ ■'‘*''’',^'' 111 . I h.ive written his 

name .u the foot of the maimscrtpt." 1 h.ive ItHiked there, 
and simply found the worei.s " I V/n/fow iVemw." 

But the other day! Ixnight a cig.ir which was ail case 
and no inwards. 1 he toliacconist who sold it me s.iid it 
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was a Regalia Gallica; and he .J'- >' 

this world a long time, ami li.ul w. m ur ■ ■ K 
I simply mention this as a uiimi-m.' . 
nothing in it, like the eigar.^ Hm ti a. 
nothing else — also like the tigai. 



A STORM ON THE BACKS; AND A STORY OF THREE 



As I climbed hand-over-hand up the side of the ZeitPeis, 
a e 1 ycr Street Docks, an old, old sailor stepped up 

he said, “ you will noi 
attempt to make King s Bridge on such a day as this? 
It would be madness. The boldest of us dare not.” 

Avaunt! ” I cried; “ where honour calls I follow, 
iingland expects. Fer ardua ad astra." 

He turned away to hide his emotion. I gave him my 

hand, which he wrung and knocked twice. There was 
no answer. 


With one wild;, exultant leap the vessel burst from its 
moorings, churning the iron-bound waves to sheer despera- 
uon, foaming at the mouth, and sobbing piteously, 
hrough the driving rain, the bhnding fog, the dazzling 
ig tning, the impenetrable mist, and the other atmospheric 
phenomena which Mr. Clark Russell had lent for the 
occasion, loomed a hideous dark object. I consulted the 
chart, the compass, the telescope, the ship’s biscuits, every- 
ming I could lay my hands on; but it was too late, 
fearer and- nearer it loomed. I could see that it was 
Oliver Street Bridge, and that it was coming my way. Oh 
the horror of it I / > 
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I shrieked to it to save itself aiul .«<* Hut my 

voice was drowned in the fury ol the rlcnwiitv It !« turn'd 
nearer — it never stopped kerning oui'C' -aiiu 1 knew 
I should be unable to avoid it, that 1 shmil.l arMiov n. 

Bump! From the top of the hruij;e tiieie i.mic tlir 
voice of a small boy, asking if 1 was insmeti. 1 Ir s.-nur.i 
hysterical, and fear had prolwhly sapped hu' ir.iMijt. h.,s 
swept on by the fury of the elements. No, 1 vr pist h.id 
that—swept on by the elctncntu! inry w'rll, ih.ii \ inth h 

the same, ^ ^ ■ i t i i i 

At any rate, I was swept otn The wind whiMlejy in uir 

rigging, until it got sick of being conveniiotniL I bfii ti 
went and whistled in the talfraih hi kna n innfdv 

original that it sang ** Since ftrst I saw yinir h.ur in tlir 
binnacle. A hasty glance hackwari! dinurd iiir flun SiKn 
Street Bridge was yet standing, hU uas 

unshaken. 

The fierce old Berserker spirit fired iny IdooT i 'Innif' 
ing aloud the grand old Latin hymn ot t,!ir ii'inadri^ 

A, ab, absque* Ue, 

Palaai, claai, cun** v.% .iittl t 

I dashed forward. My speed may be giirs-a*d U«'»« the 
fact that by this time I was under Queen's Bthlge. Befnre 
me, or close behind me, or at any race on oitr side <ti ihe 
other, lowered in thick banks of cloud ait angn sun, trtl 
as the blood of an orange that the thunder had jH’.drd* 
The waves were mountain high. 

The light of the unhrokerT Viking was in my eyes. 1 
could not see them, but I knew that it mmi tw so. The 
waves were mounting higher now. 

Suddenly the wind shifted. It lierame twitiiumdat. 
with a pendulum action, it swung my Iniai ronnd to the 
left, then swung it round to the right, !t kejtt on tlmitg 
this. A horrible thought flashed .leross me th.if I should 
never make King's Brid^ at this rate. I *.iid " litteelsior '* 
to the boat to encourage it, but it only went on wagging. 
I smote it on the bows with the flat of ray fsaddle, and 
that had no effect. Lastly, I raised myself aiiout four 
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i;>‘l>«, :,ml .... ,l,„v,. ^„.„„ wul, ,|„ ,,„ 

w / !; >1'' «.inc.l „ „„ 

Jhin.Y ii't tlwi .1 N|urr«Hv j,ccturd i.» htc(.,|ly 

tioiiiu '*'•*! 'v.n uli.n a .luii.ilJy ft'Ji 

uv\t ,T ,‘• ,*■‘”^5 .''' "''■•‘fiifi'- I fir sxm w.n JiKr ,i 

I of daiul. (I urfty ,s Dir.ip t.Mi.n.) I I.Jl hs ihur 
•siippc-tl un the ,,a„j{ ; ,■„ 

■'■‘IT''--- 'l‘-- ..n<i 

;?“• of tin- .hins. unni ... j 

«*m<- .uvav a, „,v .uui m,. .uai «... u.ar.l l.rl.^r. 
;'• I >c,u th.ii. f Muyhr i,. h.u,- In, ,, ,h„r, ,„,} j 

fu.kr?-”’',-*,"*' "’'■■/ vr, .h.iiM u.aa a 

i w*i?i hcN.iliriri.1 iviffiirj. .,.|A}ii ,4 

_Ni f VV.UU-D ,n rl« nu.i.lir ,,1 ,hr ,ur,, Ihr 

Ar ' r 

whith l'r^ wun .uni »nnv,|urn,h ,!.r („ .,f u„. 

f H'atrrl on liir f..|i. .„„i I,„iw H„i, ^ ,ir.i, Mo.iv fluiir 
!<'!» consrtunvr untnitrv, Winir I H.aani,K H I 

In ,nv |H},r our. .ni.l h.„j r., u,dr f..u,rh m.uh. Thr 
;. car ». ana ur,.lra k.ui,,h ,hr julnt nf 

lMH« Ihru » n .ilkriJ aw ,tv, ainj fuiHifa ru., h-.lr^ m 
i.n hbxrr. H,»w‘ uu h liirlr „H..ln,tv ... rhu nukr t,nr 
'v,a, rhuf the nanur ,.f ih.nj;. ...hnwur' 

I may mvti that I itrvrr a.tl «,akr K.n.:-. DmW rhai 
aUfinmni. My ^,ir«e iliij t«.| Mrrm lo Mfr gaui,. 

im of H. *nv« auw.i. *«d 1 .JaJ UU ... ,„c 4 ^ 
fhrrr ftrtntiw I hafr miiircetM»y fuu; *, j 
i^hftr t Wiiis and rracl a Imlc, 

Whai Wits 1 rciithng ? 
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Well, I had his book, you know, alter his death, '".uu.' 
of it interests me; but this is chiefly Ih'uhih uUwU uk. 
man. He wrote it as a remedy, and he dual as a rnnc.v; 
but I have a notion that he i.s not quite ciirei. \ct. ! 
take the book here to read sometimes, 't on m.i_\ n 
page or two of it. I am not [trctendiULr tii;,t u n.is .iin. 
literary value. But try to think you knew the tn.m v.tui 
wrote it. 

She shivered a little as she sat tliere in iicT muliniirhs. 
In the small hours of the morjung in rarlv sumina ii i t 
always cold. She would have been iriudi u ai inn in urA ; 
she really ought to have been in bed; Inn the be it h.*“ fa a 
been slept iri. It stood there in ofie conicr of A\r luuuu 
looking white and restful It seemed n» ianni 

‘‘Come to me; sleep and forget ir-^ sleep and it;* 

On the little table at the foot of the lied pnr id 

books and newspapers that had .slowly acciiriiuijfe'd. Siir 
had always been interested .in .the worhi and* *n leir 
others did and thought. 

A little impulse tiiat came tt) her from nowlmr niarir 
her pick up the .newspaper that lay nn t!u‘ mp ni ihf piir. 
It would do to fill her mind ami to ! .^‘p !irr tlaaigjif* 
steady until the morni.ng came. Her eye-. am! fltr 

candles flickered on the dressing table. ! !rr brain ’rrnu’d 
to her as a pool into which some thinigjnla'. , liidd flat 
did what he liked had flung a sitnua Maffiiia ni Is* altn 
circle, circles that grew and grewn sprcailiiip fbe laiflan 
edge, and sobbing away into nothing IvNaie-e ^oult! 
go no farther. Yet slie read, and kfunv laabing, <4 ultaf 
she read, till one sentence seemetl io sl'iinr bugbtrr than 
the rest. 

“The body had probably been in the w.ifn fur 'f-un.il 
days.’’ 

She stood up quickly, with a litilr ansf ho ihr 
newspaper fall to the grouml For her lirain, biiiiniii: 
with torture and want of sleep, iiad Muidcii!\ tlidird hiii h 
. merciless, truthful coloured illnstratifui lo iliai MiuriN c. 
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.Mir Mr.uiuu! hn.'.ri! in .( JUmIUCHI, 'i hm shr lirl.i u:. ]|, i 
iumis Mil l>H.ktd ..1 than. - W ili il,, ^ „nii iii.r ilL ■ - 
■> K u ,f.. .inIvUi^ hriMiJ. sliivciiii, .iiui thr mu, if. < ■! 

hrr i.u'c rinai.hird a lifiic. 

Slu* vv.is iinuhiig iimv uvn ibr Hu .iu.r. 

-Iiui Ikt iniuini;', tMtrhr.,.! icinl »|Hin u, ,,,ui ij. i tliuu ■a^^ 

wait Mc.ihii^ .iW 4 > (|„- .( 1 „| 

tjtjtf!, okl liutisc. Ill (III HH.iii mm I,, 
msficrtahiliiy. Mif luvml him .uhI hn .,s ihr .u 'uirnt m 
juirtit.iijr lu.d.cs luvr. Hut ■.h<* mu,.! ir.m- liu iu. I luw 
•'hr h.iti'J Ui hiiif fhtJkr fv,M, ihuh- hi 
p-nniVi, uiiii iluH mKI aii’as, .ir:l n,.- 
ilVlhl ,\ll, HUlii.i liul Uh H) 

tlirfli. *' \ nu Will U\i\r ihriit 
fh*if u%is r ch.Ui hrra-lL 

.\iHl ,li*. I 1 1 14 •* I i ;'J 1 1 % *, * » .«i' .li i ilill'ri' 

*!tiur ni i!ic iMMiii wiirir t |,. 4 y 

% 1 h* wliriprjni. ^ || u.H. Ur Ivtu- ^ 

.viir fhniii’Jil, o| rltr i^-Uarr 

wimH ihr Wi 4 Hii Jrhaut auH.rir,! ihr 

Miliiivs thr InilliHiif liiiiif-. aiiil iUi: iuhh.u.i mii.l 

Mliiilnil) fhr siiiii ii 4 uiru uni'^uk th ihlu Nhr 

mukl MT !mii MH,tulun‘ lU-tri mu- hM iir.u ium ..jH-.ik 
^!ir iMidi! tvM'i, m%ri ; ihui '^Y» 4 i will 
r.nr liifii ai hmnh iJir ilii; ; ua. mumuti iJiaii 

'\ii*! ilir li.iwit liAij Maar 

htir ilirw lip ilir Uhml, ami «prrirt.i ifir \%Huhm mMs, 
Uir sly Miir *!u!i iMn, Inn i,., ih U.rnns m the ra.i, 

A Irrwin iti*i! Hint! lunl awa.kimiai, .hth! mhiI*! Ihmi |hr 
i.}iii'rti|i iiiiiiiip ui wabiii* |:mi,lu AnJ .ijr Uir*! liiavn 
Uir %4l!r\ Atul \ 4 \% tfir iiuinin^n^ Wimhin: mri, ihr 

girv limh fiffVriiiig nj^ni ll/ Knrr/'’ 4 ir vaj Iit a 

l%4ll%|irfa nir Ifi iht ^4, likr mr iu 4 mm iJiat 

lu% iiu iinirw f|i 4 i waft Ihm Imi r\ri. brMtina mr Lifilri 
♦Hill taitfirf iiiwty jnnsi thtt/' 

5 !ir iir|ii tkmn the iIjiim ki.rcfui.iici.l* and 111141 ilie 
Sfie drcii^ liack die turavy c'liriaiiii fnwii 

■m. 


\ *' 4 ir’vHir lie 
w ai i TM ' 
.rw-am: 4 M 4 ,i\ 

h 4*! I ariir |ia. k Ui hr. 
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the windows that opened down to the 

was the terraced garden that sloped down 

the river. Her hand was on the l)oli ot tlie « ind<'w . 

Suddenly she heard quick footsteps toiumg duv.it tin 
passage In a moment she had hidden heiseit hrluiui 
^e screen that stood against the dtair. She knew thoM- 
footsteps. Involuntarily her hands linked tightly togeiiiei, 

and her breath came quickly. i i h,. 

He was not so careful as she had hccii: he e.une hildK 
into the room, opened the window iwimIv, and went om 
into the garden. As he went out she aught one glimpse 
of his facl and she knew what he would do._^ She -.piang 
from behind the screen. “Claud, Clau.l' sl.c ..died. 
He stopped with a sudden start, and came u. wards her. 
“What are you doing here? " he asked, in a '“uc th.tl 
was not like his voice. 

“ I,” she panted — “ I came to save you, t .Iaud. t in, go 

back again! ” , , , , i 

He would have taken her hand.s, but she shi.ink away 
from him. They only stayed there for a tew luimites. 
She talked to him and pleaded with iiim. Thrir w.«s 
little need for such pleading, for lie had yichicti to her 
from the first. He gave her the only promise th.« she 
would let him make, and then he went h.u k to hw room. 

She quietly closed the windows, and drew the nu tains 
again. She seemed to herself both sari .uid happy «K*w. 
md very tired. 

And Fate h.ad an approving smile ujxm her hitter iatr. 

‘ They are two obedient children,” she said. ** 'I'hey 
were going to take matters into their own hands, .md 
they resisted the temptation. Very well, they shall Iw 
rewarded.” 

So Fate sent the girl a present of a Iicaulifui brain 
fever with pictures in it. And when it wa* over she fell 
asleep, and dreamed that she was floafing on .i wa that 
had no shores and flowed for ever, Iwaring her farther 
and farther away from this. And she woke no tr«>rc. 
And Fate thought that she 4tould then do something 
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hanpicJ^T “i? *'>' <i“4 and he go, mSS 

.. the conteK, woXrui£r®“ *“ * ®““P“ 

Poor stuff — isn’t it? ' ‘ 
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VI 


ON loafing: together with A^Sl.IHNh ANUHoa; IKUM 

the “ ENTERTAINMENTS OF KAI'MltF.A 

I TOOK my canoe the other day up tl.at p.ut oi ihr .nr, 
where only Masters oE Arts arc allowed (o di..wii than 
selves without a certificate. None of tlicm vunc doiug H 
on the day 1 was there, anti it was rathei tiull. ami the 
boat went to sleep with its cold iu.se rcsuiif; on ihr sott 

grass that edged the river. i « .1 

So I just .stopped tlicre aiul l.i/.cil, .uul w.tiJini other 
boats go past. There is a prcv.ileiu noium ..ppao inly that 
nothing which is said in one i*oat t.iii inissihly Iw heard 
in another. As each boat went past, its runip-ints marie 
humorous and uueomphmcnt.iry rem.trks tijUiti me. 1 he 
waiters in some of the inferior Toiulon reslautaiits hare i 
similar notion that nobotiy undcrsiaiuis l-iemh. Witlu.iit 
these little delusions we should not he as haj.py as wr arc. 
In my ca.se tlicre .seemed to he an irlea that I had g«.t simk 
in the bank and couldn’t get out ag.im. The impicssi.m 
was wrong. My Ixiat w.is .i little tited, and svmt m sleep. 
It had come a long way, and I was mil htuic cimiigU to 
wake it up again. 

I watched the other ixiats go past, There were very 
fine and noble people in some of them, hut I rh«i not »ee 
one proper loafer, and hardly anyone who had elejiientary 
notions of the right way to loaf. 'I'licre is m. sith)rrt 
which is k.s.s undcr-stotiu. The spit it of aMeiirtsin. the 
spirit of extravagance for its own sake, ami the sjiiiti of 
utilitarianism are fast spoiling us. 

The {Kipular idea that loafntg is in satne way connected 
3 * . : 



. A CANADIAN CANOIE 

with laziness should be removed • , 

of living without trouble There science 

IS easier to work than to laze a ^ « 

badly from Tripos mav fin.^ •'^ suffering 

Thucydides than^°^%Se ufs l 

of mind is unhealthv unrl ‘-°°j°ouce. The condition 
it would certainly begetter 

And no one oSecrrn;f to laze 

enforced lazinesi When ffT ^ loafer to 
his hat ironed at the barher’c »-iv i-ondon he will have 
In the fit,, case he winT," “ *= •nuke’s. 

shaved while it is being done- in rhl 

IS made, but more fhnn second case no charge 

consumed in the irritation of vitality is 

the waiting which the loafe/nifnds^ 

wait. Tinas , it is the having to 

of lBSeXn"17 The,T“ ''=« 

avoid trouble. ^They arrive a?° enough trouble to 

loaf is better than no^ breaH K b f a 

get the perfect life. ’ nevertheless they do not 

Here is a problem in loafing. 

I here were four men — A, B r n t k 

’* E*h f/’’’ ’“‘*1 nna dly* 

,aL“'™^ ditongh the moaning g” , 

conquered his inclinations and shaved himself a. 

^mMge”afd Wni' ^11“'”'”^'' “ “ “>'"1 « 

ic dung! packed „p^ STd “L”ntt,w„“ 

is supposed that the Vice ofl 

may be disregarded- wKJrK small that 

isregardcd . which was the best loafer of the 
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There was not a perfect loafer among tlunu hm {hr 
best was undoubtedly Q and the next l)c.st w.p. D. i his 
will seem strange to anyone who has not sindud the* tiieet 
of anticipation on happiness and the reverse. Nialune, is 
real to us except our imagination oi it. Vv h.it vanilii 
the perfect loafer have done? I ktu>w; ami ynu inv 
sympathetic reader, know* But I do not think ain «, a the 
others do. And it would be of no use to tidl iIkuu, 
because they would not believe it. llie an.s\u r is too 
long and elaborate to be given in any case. 

It should be remembered that l(Kifing is ma iiic si ii nee 
of living for pleasure, which is f(K:)lishness, 1)IH tlie svtnue 
of living without trouble. Wc may Ixiieve, as it is s.ad 
in ‘‘ The New Republic,” that one ot the uvo 
pleasures is the pleasure of .saying a neat flung neatly; 
yet the perfect loafer will never become a cierrvt-i san^’ji.ilisf, 

But it is of little use to prcaclu Alter all I have sard 
about the quantity of cushions ncces.sary i<u etuulort in *i 
Canadian canoe, 1 constantly sec men g<uiig uut uuh far 
too few. I am always hearing comjvlaints iliat wc- arc luif 
taught engineering or some otlier honihly UMiui thuii;. 
But why are we not taught the arc t»f pcricrc living., u hu h 
is loafing? 

Only a few out of my many IkkiIvs do 1 rvn i?ung uii 
the water. Some of the best wouhl strm quiir mu id 
place. ' To-day Pve got that curious idd iranslafinn t»| ihi' 
“ Entertainments ” of Kapnides with me. I was reitiindeil 
of it by seeing those children going along in liir niraduw. 
picking flowers. Of course yofi know the ^uny well 
enough, but I cannot' be bothered to he original iti rvetj 
chapter. It is the story of the Cluld Hlm\. * 

Ligeia never cared about the child from the first. It 
interfered with business. It absoiuudy refused lo play fua 
accompaniments,, and said it could not bear to \rr tk: 
sailors tempted to their death. On this pariinitar iliy if 
had interrupted Ligeia just as she rcachct! the nunc lender, 
pathetic, touching part of her sang. The sob of ihr Oidd 
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‘■'•'a. -iml tl,.n. 

i.u,c 1..,. 

“i> ■'- 

gnis, aimc up to her waisf i T’ 
suu shone hriuluiv -ind riv ’ 4'^^. Wijnclcretl, 

(h.si.iiu'e away s<jiuu!c(l il4 I •* 

Au.i .i«./r,a “r/i;'" : "“y ":"™ 'L- «.,«,! 

^>ni* amu; into iuT. fVit tinn for 

of i.it;cia and others <'* so“K. for the 

fi“t. now 4e felt ,1a s J 'vnch it. 

why; for a studv <)l heraiitirTteri l"^’ 

'J’n l!oanl sVluad educaition f 

an opn, space nm w Tf , ' ' 

fx'ic and there a stunted chinin 'vith 

a heaiuii'ul ^ i h'‘‘s% and in mu- place 

t\o one wifi hem* me ** chi* i 
sin,!4 my l.eart will break’” ' o ‘ ‘ 'f' ^ m-t 

white and nak<d, with the sni.li'r «anduiu ,1 h.,c 

fym in iu'f little hands, njxin her, holding a 

ufwna- tfe nfnlL oluc.'''” *«« 

<• ttit'IioneriLS tirs,,!rm'd‘ f 

he wttid was franram ii>.Hif i. i. ” warm, and 

fiouhi pluck it itOjcr ii'ttle h tads wlTt' 

*'‘"7 fhc- than the life of\h!-’.sun ‘!ntr''‘' 
han the west vvitid svith its hurd'eii ' f ,i 4‘='K*aiu 

tnvers. She pamsed, a ml her fim.er ** * *i' n4 ‘‘* * "* 

Her eyes were strained hxhtiy on the 

Hi .site did not sec thi the w ^-'^h 
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bird, to fly on and on, and never lu rvM. li 1 h lu-r u> 
lie here, and let me touch you, and luiulle s.-u, ,uui Kac 

^°And out from the eastern sky flew flic v.lnu- inui, uui 
it nestled for one moment at tlic clald s ln,t‘a,'a, and iricn 

fell dead on die sand. , , , , i ■ r 

And the child saw what she luu! done, aiul mic tumj; 
herself down beside the dead bini and the uitlinc.i flnarr, 

and sobbed in the foolishest wa)'. 

So the afternoon wore on, and flu- w-.i -.liil uuiiiiiuiifl. 
and she still lay there. And wlien u w.c eveinuc, a new 
wind sprang up from the soutln ami it wUi -poir,, lu hn : 

“ A girl’s voice for a bird’s life." . . , , 

She stood up, erect, with eyes tii.u fl.c-.icd !ns;;iitly, 
thou<rh the tears still stood in ihem. She iudd ilu white 
bird In her little hands. " PH give ymi my v..ur.” die 
said, as she kissctl it. And the birtl liew l.u .lU ,iv iiwin 
her, and tlic girl was iluinh. 

For a little" while slic stood there, aiui she >ild |t.r.a.,n 
of song came back to her, and t..rc at lict itc.tit; Intt she 
could not sing, for she was rlunil». 

“And I have nothing else lett," flir tlinupjn. " '■'y**^* 
which I may give back'lhe life to t!»- coklrii poppy.’’ 

“Crimson for golden,” the .sontli wind i.dlcd 'j'tiiy in 
her ear. 

So she lay down once more, and put hn pictty nioutti 
to the dead bk»m of the jHippy, and dir miitd in.t •■pr.ik. 
but she thought the words - " Drink niy blimd' Diiiil. 
my life, and live ! ” 

And the dead flower drained oni hn litf, .md -.hr cinv 
whiter and whiter, and when the iinHinhghi irU upon hrr, 
not a tint of colour was in her iltccks. 

Out of the forest the south wind ucpi. .ind hr >.rrnirA 
a little excited as he saw the (ie.id gitl Uiir,*, time. | 

“ I’ll never do it again," he swote; ” if ihrv w.mt vtnh, 
things done, they must dti fliem tlu-msrUes, t urte' 
them! ’’ Then he howled, hr Itis masters h.ui iivrthc.in!, 
him and chastised him. 



A CANADIAN CANOK 
'Vhat. had happcnah Aiid‘SaVnitluT«‘*^ 

'SrcMva.!',!;’ fall poppy <mar!-illu,"p 

^^iHyUuI it had hUL- fSZl 

gnnind into tliTsin '!>c 

!- hi; j’!£;'|^ fni i^' 

’lest, and dia.scd the bird for t ‘’i ‘‘J’' 

uica tilanle tdtf hr T •'* 

}>y npjn.s. to have killed his ^ ‘"'f'’ 

hts imstiTH coulti not hr killivl t i ' t ^ Jviicvv that, hut 
up itt duu, nJl], If us they 

snariiii,. over a ehild i hid '-m 
HUtisfied,” said the fim. •’ (Lv I ' 

£1 sectJiid. " Voti’re ritihi ther/” '^"' 'P’c” gfunted 

cunvmarion rarelv rose , 1 ^! ^ 

market ordiiKirv; hit they h id •' 

'u Ih> a little doll at timi •‘^'urd 
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VII 

ON causes; with an I-Nwrusi s tiN I.I * K 

I HAVE just been lunching with u ni.ui. lie i> tiilui ,t 
Socialist or a Vegetarian--! forget On '.r.taui 

thoughts, he cannot have been a Vegei.ui.ui, br,,of.e hr 
ate cutlets. He may have been a I’hil.tit li a ; but 1 il.mh! 
it, and I do not fancy that it really maiirts. Hr was 
something — one of those thing;, that mal.i a man want to 
lead a higher life, and collar most ol the niuseis.U'.Mii, 
He told rile a good deal aliont it. and 1 Kn-.w ih.a .u lltr 
time I thought it was a line thing and an niieirsimj; 
thing; and I wonderctl why more oi te. did not do it; 
and yet I’ve forgotten what it w.is. 'Hie in. tin i*ojm, 
however, is not what he was, luu the l.itl that he ssas 
something. He had a Cause, an l■anhtlvl.lHIu; vamthin^ 
that lifted him .ibove tlic common nick, Miiutthmg hr 
could hrag about, something th.it ni.ule it iKte -s us lot 
him to nil up papers, and sign tits la t.i nous, and h t ! .u 
if the nation had purchased him at hw own pine. 

The iiltcd are bitter on the ■aiihei. t of woiuen; the fox 
was malicious alwiit the grapes th.it he coul.l noi ir.i. h; 
Tantalus was often heard to temaik that iimhhiied w.itrt 
was not worth drinking. If a man sneer at ('.msrs, it is 
becau.se he himself ha-s not any C.uise; and the surer h 
idle, because he might have many C.msfs if hr liked, A 
man may be so {xoor th.*tt he has no efiects; hut he mav 
still have a C.ausc, Some of them irtiuire a suhstiiptioa 
of one shilling; hut with more it suflkcs that a ttian sliall 
Ixithcr half a crown out of his friend. So, as the Mirer it 
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mnnird for ti . i AXOf; 

;?r.-T:i£3r“ 

t;.,;”r'/ 'f ■ - ™' 'rx 

{ (J,, • J.if It U’tll rirv.itc nir. 

those ol ,„y iVlriKls U'fio (nr **" ' to ,ic;irli by 

H)ii hrap to is 

j ,-J'u r'" for tiJ 

i""' "■•'n-.lrtrnrr ' !,' I Vo,, 

> *.-.1 

uV'',V 'll'- "f"' -‘t 

""f U.uir rnM. b.ir.l Iin I 

‘.il.tmrbif u,i,„ ,,(■ , ■ '""J'Miini rntiii.ni u'ith its 

hf.tdnl -"‘f "'-I'tu. rrtuirr, miKfdicl 

ftditii; Of b.u! j'rfliiu. ,i,„ . bi'-tiltv with 

is H full of 

MtmyviH jnrvriit tiu* filit nr» .iijimim of 

*’"y niv life.. 'Fb, ,n / ”■’ " f «'• f 

-iifH. Irt f "bub is likrlv to 

tmu.v Tbe-rr .re sr. 

> »' I bil.uHbn.pisf is ,br tn lit, St ly f'l '"** . Vfuirsfif. 

I lie I I I ^ ' T , !" I’-’" 'I'f l"Klr. 

- ,„ , iM,r,. „ „„„f, 

IS loss M-lt Kills, i„„s; f„„ j 4JHi 

niil.intbreipist is ntotr iKmiil.,-' " luitu!. the 

n fmr tbit.ji f,. {,^1 »nithf„|. ff it J»,. 

to brij, (1,,, }bleju/t» ‘i’ll 1" tJjinp 
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more stories by BARRY PAIN 

in their merits? And these arc but two: there .11; 

thousands of others. ,,11 1 r, ,1 

There once was a cuckoo-clock bird; .md .lit - 1 th 

manner of cuckoos it did not lay wiiuicu.U^ 
nest. It deposited them in a mares nest, .nu . ■ n 

phoenix hatched them dead on the Cheek K.dcnds .-1 .Xjud. 
It was thought at the time that tlu: medunn.d t u- 
impossible, and the futile had never Irtii v. br.uitdt !h 
combined. Yet I have seen a man repeat the ih.n 

the last pamphlet had wound hitn tip to ^,.y, drpo-.it a 
handsome donation of his father's money m me •.o,uts 
that published it, crow to all lus Ineiuis .md c xpiat to 
see the world regenerated. The combm.it ton w.e- ijum- -e- 
beautiful, and yet people sneer at C.msesi \\ b.n 
general ever lived who had not this, or :i stmil.a t.u iili) 
for combination? And though the thinj-.s ionilnm d m.iy 
be utterly bad in ihcmselvc.s, we should never Inrgn how 
very much of them we get for our money or our l.ithei s 
money, as the case may be. 

But it is of little use to speak. 1 ‘hrre are tew turn m 
the world who have a Cause. We are not seri* im. t-iu mj-h. 
Wc give our minds to all manner of 11 isles. With the 
exception of yourself, perhaps, 1 believe that 1 .tm the oulv 
man left who really wants a Cause and is un.tbie to imd 
one. With the rest it is sheer .seltislniess. 

See me hit that fly on my luKu’s nose, b'lop. Missed 

it. All right, you wait till it comes b.u k .ig.iin. 

It seems to have aggravated that fly. It has Irtt the 
boat’s nose and gone for mine. I wonder i! it know;, 
that I do not like to hit my own nose hard ; im.tuut is .i 
marvellous thing in insects. Or it may simply be Im k ; 
luck is quite as marvcllou-s. 

I knew a man once who wanted to tlo serious g.Mtd until 
luck spoilt him. He was fond of whist, .and he p!:iye»I a 
good— University-good — rubber; hitt he fell that it 'vas 
not profiting the world, and that he shouhl like to frrl ih.it 
he was working for humanity when he was phtyitig for 
sixpenny points. 


40 



IN A CANADIAN CANDJ- 


r. I . CANOE 

'<j pm a aaaii IL“",T VumL''’“','l rf’'',*'" •' K«'J ■liiaR 

Cl.'ulstoiic’s coiit •,„(] pi‘-"^cd an carwiji oil 

u„,,, - deal <d- „,iu?ncc. ul; 

*>^'d given it hi, earnest co«Xa‘f'‘^‘'‘'' 

"^f-K-tieahJe, bccan.se tax w , J 'T’’ 

collect. * woukl be too dilhcnlt to 

J'ox ^din a udleeting- 

•'» place it in a pniininent oosition''''” r"'*'’ 

!>csi lor it. ' position m his r<Kinis aiul tio iii.s 

bo It occurred to him tl, .t 1, - 
lo impose a voJmuarv lax unon'V"'*'’n *^1' him 

.la ».Ti„b " /‘“’■"■'I. anJ ,„ak.- hi* 

nine I have five trunips J will V I 
co leciingb,,, th(. Servants’ I I ^'r‘‘ ^ic 

lold me alnaw.irds that if tl„ Nisniania." He 

“■<■11 I..' I«,l in,,.,,;],, ; l'a<l «,r.K.J 

c-<!l<'d my attention to the w ,n i !' f Ne also 
said was impoitaiit. That verv *i 'i'^* "ddeh he 

rubber, and siarictj by deaiim. hi, l!''r 
Were the live hnve.st namins-i, f''""’}'-’'- 'i'hcy 

•uid pleased at the coitu itilr,' » *i'^ Irkani was .surprised 
dro, J,,p a ctaivv!: !;r\l?‘''’ place, 
uiantelptcer, and retuuuai witD *» on the 

cIkIu iriinips, anij nait one ^*''d ‘be remaining 

“■ick. Ul./mately In In , wo 't7l 

was then that hc^ lee dl,. I ,t* ^'^''bb's Jiid the rub. It 

<>l ,„n™ i, i* Iw vowl 

nl a ‘'niltviini, Ih.v f,„. Ji,! <'* 'Sc Ixitinm nut 

he did Jl i * wwi u had to be dooc, aod 

He Im, hi, money l,y ^ 
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MORE STORIES BY BARRY I'AIX 

wrong and foolish gambling is, ami liu: « filter lu.m whh 
it, which proves— Wluu Ijcaiiliiul u *iri 

Bank Holiday, wiisnY it ? 

Still, it was a curious piece oi h,u k. 

A man once took out iti.s puise in Surer i<i imy 
a newspaper, and out rolled a gulden :.u\eieii;iL 1 Iv did 
not see that he had dropped u. lie unlv diruMCiiTv! las 
loss that night, and then he remem’aned ihc^ r.x.ui sp* i 
where he had taken out his juuNe. Ne,\r ili\ hi" v,as id 
in bed; but on the day alter he saul lir shunld walk inek 
to Fleet Street and kxik lor iliat MiVi-reiipn lie. iurmls 
laughed at him. They poimed imt th.u m -m .ins*, drd a 
thoroughfare the coin must have been snap'peii uji in .1 
moment. But the man was obstinate, auil wnn ij.hk. 
He did not find the whole coin, inn lie iMund iwrhr 
shillings and sixpence of it, and an LCl.r. lui the 
remainder. 

Yes, that storyY a lie. Stories alnnit lm:k grncraily 
are. 

That wretched, silly litde fly lias ju.i pruJuu! ii rll 
on my boatks nose again. Well, 1 sliall Ini 11 non luiir 
the third time. 

Have you ever notieecl how luck is connrunl wnli ikc 
number three— one of the rdigioiis immbns - l‘hr diram 
which comes true is always dreamri! tinrr At ihr 

ocoanuts, too, you can have iliree slmw tui a pniiiy. 
ThereY a mystery about these diing.s. 

There once was an adopted Jaihrr, am! thr 
had adopted him died without leaving a will, and ihr 
poor father was sooless and penniless. '' ! Ir lr!i Mur fiou 
his adoptive son would nevei have Ihtii thimrjitltw 
enough to omit so important an auangeinrnf a\ ilir 
making of a will. However, no will was fuiual, am! ihr 
property of the rich son was put. up m amttom lEr 
poor father watched the sa,!e with a gloomy fa.r, dhnr 
was the Broadwood grand 'piano, on whnh hi. nuii had 
taught him his stalest he- saw it dis|Kisri| of to a 
and turned away to weep, “Then a lopyirr ioalwiilflc 
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!Zn ir;;'' I,.' 

f'liy liic C( )a!- scut fir ! 

"'-a x/v 

" nil (miiblini- l.ami, ht- |,J. “'aitc-J it. 

'vltic-h tunv was all tint L bul , ^ f’ 

«i,i zt 

Z'';" lil;:.'",;,,!".';!;,';;'' “ »» -«i«t n.nu-ai i.,„ 

‘•ny fate, it is c,ui ■ "TT, '"i *'• 

is I'ltrd lltc" tliird litur. ! I'f,-! jfi j. 

‘ n xf't: I i.n.,/;t‘i:;:v;: 

.1. ui.i, ,. I,;;, ‘■■•ni.i 

i\(n\ { lu goiiig 
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VIII 


ON solitude: with a nttW! AXELIIhU. lU.iM 11(1 
“ ENTEKTAINMESTS " OE KAi'Ml>ls 

If I have gone sonic distance Ht seek y.litudr, it f. ti.a 
because 1 am sulky. Hut I never leet nmtr u ii.aii .ti t!m 
lime of the year that there may not hr jirum Mt.imeis 
plying between Silver Street Bridge and < hrMiH>>ii, <>t a 
Lockhart’s tea and cocoa palace eieiio! m Kmg'v Ami 
I should hardly like to sec it. LM stHiiM." 1 did iiiU Imd 
absolute solitude even liere. 'rite oilier day an apple Irll 
on my head while I was like a aiih! puking up pehl.ln 
on the shores of the ocean of lite. I saw thai their was 
no help for it; so I just folltnved pieifilnit ami dts.ou'ird 
a natural law— ■that I never get aiiytimig i want, i am 
quite contentetl, consequently, that 1 4ul not hml any 
solitude at first, and am pleasantly vtirpiisrd that a large 
picnic party, who came and .smiinl .d! lound inr sm 
piciously, as if they wnndcreti why I was not itui//Ird, 
have finally dccidetl to dclile some oilir r pati «*! liir ttvet 
scenery with their happy l.iiighter and paikeis ot hikrwaiin 
comestibles. 

I like a crowd immensely. Ihtuui t'orner »» m«>d for 
the soul. So is the Ktrami at noon or nmhug'it. fUii 
everyone who rc.illy likes a tfowd, really hkrs solttndr. 

It is pleasant enough u» lie here in dtr hot sun, to have 
a pipe that d<K‘s its work jirriyictly, ami to worwlrr svlut 
the time is, hut not to be enough distresscrl a! tout it to 
take the tronhie to consult one's svait h, 1 am fi»ii»hing 
the “ h'ntcrtainmcius *’ of Kapnkici now, ami I .in» wi 
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clear alKau U.c las, st ,r / 
it, in rase- y<,„ Ikh.; ,U 'S, '«>ok- « 

■^'iH-inan,s ionir.a/'arif '•‘'^[’mahk. 

■-'(‘whI heauty ia Athens. ' ' '*“7 “n<lcr. 

“^'veryone w<iu7ri‘Hy7h!,t iTu’iT^ 

'hcTc wtts depth i,t tic wt 

* ‘Un not So sure of '* • t i 

^';•',,;:";'l;tv^‘::::;:/’r 

*j;'vc ilcen oinitird. 'pj. ‘ 

'iiihorn sot,} c,f pnl dHl.i •i ''"n‘ “* ^*">“1 -sat 

VIM ,k appear., tu-c. I'l,,, .j,, '’“"'■'i- it had n,, 

"J’ ;i nipht’s uurk. saw wii'h " 'r ' 

‘f“-c seated ia ,),, vap,.ar ‘ •' •‘^c^'cefui 

."'"'r '*"■ --nt.'.a "ij, , i’^H'kward, 

T' ‘'"'•'•‘J kA, it 1:- 'r J'-'ir 

the m,mmr af unlxirn studs whn' f" •‘^'cc 

‘d their own. “ have ways di.stinetJy 

•'’■"hi fa lva-l!wt.tr,V’r‘,!!i/’'‘|- f'* 'h^'t 

"'7 ■'» chnvii the s)rv‘’,a!r,i‘' 

•>nd umfnstoii ataid lAwr.s whkh 

»he ’■'''’•’'I'' c-ihn svith 

Luv •” ^ s,,jn.ncs.s ,4 natural 

» r was. ” Ihinhr M rn wri' w huilt 

r"'* ' can’t sHml s.d(i 

'■« cradv, and there are no iwn « . ^1 

r I fete in ,|,e wtitufetinj , ' ’ ” '»• Ycut sit 

'7’" «m ta ymir 1^111^12 " "f **cforc 

o.’;" .s;: '•> 

*'• or ,», U.C 
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more STOWES BY BARRY I’AIN 

remained Down in the l"'! 

just outside Athens, a boy-ohik . 

U born with the soul »' ;V1;' “ ■ow,, 

‘‘ Such a piece of bunghng ! fii 

off to play at making orphans.^ 

Tn ninv this otamc you have to Ih- .i .. ■ t 

10 play mis jjautt. j, nsii! in Miti 

it. Perhaps this was as wUl fm | j ij „ 

intended only to give him five years lilt . .md ; ■>, i 

was not as well, n i r.itf 

At the age of twelve he was tall and st .Ut.i.t. ’ 

face was too delicate, and his eyes wnr die m j • >•* ■ « 

slumbered a dreamless slumber under die elo-.l u •■ < >1 1 
unborn soul of a girl. And aliout h.s v.-.u- ’ 
some sweet shyness and tenderness, or soinir-., tu .a . do 
not matter— although in courage and spirit .md ' 'J*’" | 

he had no equal among Ins comrades And ’.s ith .1 n ■ 
comrades he was gentle, and they lovnl ^ 

having no care for them nor for tlie patents who ho. him. 
and angry with himself because he could tecl lU. luh i.nr. 
went long, wandering walks alone, and hc.nd sti.mgr 
stories told him by flowers and Imds and winds. 

And the years passed, and there w.is no ,h.iin'e until tw 
boy was sixteen, and then no one knew- whs hr ss.ts so 
unhappy and quiet; he himself hardly kness . Put n. ov his 
wanderings would mke him tiway for d.ivs ,u .< tuur. A 
spirit of longing possessed him, for which hr It -d m. name, 
ahd the fulfilment of it was as a dim. daiumc h hi heJorc 
him, baffling and dazzling him. and Ir.ivmg him no pr.icr. 
And of this neither winds, nor UnK nor lluwriv i*ml him 
anything. And the longing drove him m tlimU wtinr no 
others had dared to dimK to swim f.ir otif itm* fir 
waters of the bay, that he might roiiir liack !irr»i .itii! ^Irrji 
through the warm fragrant night in ilif long gia^v And 
ever in sleep there came one dream and mht him all; and 
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had kiKnvn hncw tlia, he 

k'>«u Jedgc N their 
And for them li’ m his wnndcrinus. 

one or tw< of V •« ='>h and w.,ndere<{ whv 

D^cdthem TD?' "‘"”'’7. -s^ly a. hitn as h' 

minded; an.!, seein<. th n rh; t . 

l>at<‘dlhem thev h 1 i- '«'>■ 

‘ m, h. . look. .! <,ut lor ihu.se u ho under.st.H.d love 
mu ii.iticd, and ucro married. 

fc"!« rv tr ;; , 'I' “''1““' 

So iJ„. ,;),!? • • in a i-eniie uhisper over him. 

questions. d'Cnlle del'ivVm?*! If 

“ If is »-.n I ''Civtud hun.seH upon this svise : 

«>nsnme the si h'd'' “ t'‘' '‘-wreise and swariness 

! I I ' P** hs and snhstaiiee, refris’erate ilu* IsikIim 
■> mi .such humour, s svhieh nature u-unlth,ave mlunvll: 

udiieli h • ’* It stirs up and iiiahr.s them rtme- 

Keep It vague,” mtirimjred the Imy v.ftlv 

phyJdZ ” tint i J^ynmastics,” .said the 

Lre l ‘ k- >’<«'»■«»« I* twlttu-huly. Where- 
with the IxiiletVsee f ^ helldmre, eonfccted 

•J7 



more stories by BARRY PAIN 

“ Half-time-— change ends," said dtc Imv nml. i iiis 
breath. 

“Cassia and sweet almonds" anmnwd fhr mu. 

“And in the meantime he may drink td a boaft mI .ui 
exenterated chicken.’* 

He had heard the youth’s last iruiarL ^ !ie 

added severely, “ let him beware ui imeiupcMu^ 1 

So the physician went away. 

“What did he say?" asked the natiher tif fhe 

“ Well," said the father, “ he saii! fli/n the h-Ml hi\ 
growing too fast, at least he uuj lied di.e, and hr 

prescribed hierolo—dhxauh for ehu'krn bnali, \»'U 1. ii»rA." 

But while the doctor’s prcscriptian was Uriu}\ pit-pfeU'd, 
the boy went off to the dills; and hr siirn h- d irnn.i !i at 
full length on the thyme, and went to Hirrp, jin! difAinrs! 
the old sweet dream, and the sun tlicw nr.n n.i Oa Hunt, 
and in his pleasant sleep tire Iniy drrtl 

Never had there been a happirr and iiioii- dcurahli,* 
death. 

And under the burning sun a tlond was sOridicd lilvc a 
cloth of gold. 

And the two highly res|-iertablr Afbrmaitv i'aiiir im |o 
look at it. “ If I were to paint that r\aiiiv a'- if is./' 1,111! 
the first, “everyone wotilti say that ins piuitiir ii'as 
intensely unnatural." 

“Great Zeus! " ejaculatnl the tm fbr tiiAi fmd 

made the remark nearly evrrv niglif fur i.ifltrt irif.irr* flmi 
sixteen years, and still thoiirln there was a enijm tno-dii 
5 about it. 

In the golden heart of rhr rlmid ivrir fngrihrr liir 
of a youth and the mn\ of a young pit!, two vaib* itiai b.iil 
done their work and were rrsiinp. Hr sat in r,ifrlr*s 
happiness looking down at. her: fur she watt ftirritliril -it 
his feet, making a daisy ikain with the mmh of ffir *iii%irs 
that were to bloom next pr. And cvrr ific %\mM IrM-ik 
up from her work into his eyes; and the cyri of ilir nvo 
were strangely aiikr, and ,^ift and hrigtii. 

Into the cloiid came the Manager, Hr wai in a terrible 
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'‘"■'V , lor tiuTc Ii,ul ha-n , • 

1"';« /'!' ixiNificss, * ’ ' ‘»nM-<niriiily thar was 

{ L... . 1 ' . . ^ "m«l>er. 

■■vnci, ililif .i[NiI(ji>c-iif.iliv “ I, ‘'“'fmhrr imw," he 

I"' .... if , z “f 

"‘"I'l m.ilias'r it l)i(ii>rl( ’ I t 'it *'* Ik* 

y-"' "‘-n* no, .nivviiiai Zr , 'h, l'’ "'"‘'i ' 

.Iilotlic,- hrlow i!|it "v ' I 

f'''' "O' '!k v..m< rhi ! ‘l'"’ 

iHini, ntorr .i'" y"’" 

“Tt 

"I''.':’,;',:'::,,";" 

ll"jlr.l .i«,iv ii,,,. ,||,i ''I'""'' -‘ml iIk-v 

r'''hiniril with liowcN. ' ' '* •<»«! 

^ Jovr w.t, lo, r , v,r.- hr .„,j,i. 

oti-ti,’ ,r’,‘«.|h il'.r h.!{"ll nnt 

> ‘ H* '}•>. hut Itofl, um* S.tiisfir,! with it. 
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IX 


ON ASSOCIATIONvS : TOtiETMEU VVITU A t hSi II''- ’! 

THE ENTERTAINMENT?* Ol- 

I THINK Zeitgeist Ikes grown I liJil airjof fu ukr n 
a long way to-day, but it simply sUtp|HtI at ilir tii\r ‘JlmH 
spot it could find, and stretched itMii ihcar. i hir h,i\ im 
smoke a little brown t<»bacc<i to keep tu! ilir iiodc/s tiiu 
otherwise I do not mind much. 1 uouk! uui iii.ikr ust 
of my superior strength \n luive a tiuai h*«ai iti do uiuir 
than it wanted to do. Ik’sidrs, Zrv/.;ro/ \ia\ raiiird Mtinr 
consideration. It has iHd'Etved esivUrmlw, m i.ut, h li4\ 
almost been morbid in the polifri?i;'N% nifft idiiJi if 1 t,h 
avoided running into otlna* boats laeiw >ciiiirlH»ily» ! ht, 
has put a botde of cider into the canoe. I iow iltoiig!il!r%% 
of him! There arc a corkscrew .end a dritikiiig liuiii .11 
well. Pcrbajis it's all lot the besf, 

The taste of cider slmultl be full ui as*»oi It 

should recall orchards in Devoushirr; and iiimh mm wiili 
porches, and honeysucklci amt raiwiiK; and ihr siinplr 
village maiden whe? got to Ir rather loud tit thr ifraiigri 
artist, and cried a liulr in her simple vill.igr nay wlini lir 
went back again to civilizatitin. I .im Marvuig lor diraiiiy 
poetry and pleasant memories this morning; I wiili iho 
cider had such beautiful assoidafiiiiu for me. Hue it !li^ 
not. To me cider is cider, ami it is mtflufig utoir. I twsr 
never been in a Devonshire orclEird; and I am mit aii 
artist; I have never drawn anyihtng. 

Except corks, By -the way, I may ih well fill tlwl 
bottle of cider in the sfwlbw water ticrc, It will ci«l 
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IN A CANADIAN CANOE 

Then afterwards, I may be able to forgive the person 
who put It into my canoe. ^ ^ 

I am not sure that people' do not set too much store 
by associations. There is an old tune that most people 
have forgotten, I dare say; perhaps it is not verv^good 
music; in fact, I would take an affidavit that i7is^&e 

aons for me. It recalls to me my landlady’s daughter- 
It was the tune she loved most and played molt frequfndy-’ 
she was rather an ugly girl, too. Bm I do not valuTSe 

Shlmfftteriy:"'' it makes me 

bu| itm gSvitt fnoth^'^iS o'; ttr" 

associations that people 
have their d«id pets stuffed, or have portions of^Sm 
made into tobacco-pouches or paper-knives. I never had 
any pet myself except one solitary, evil dog; he was an 
original dog, and was perfectly good-tempere^d with “erw 
body except his master. I am thankful to si that I 

meK'tr 

e smeu ot tar has curious associations for me Tr 
reminds me of a day when I drove franticSlv^n the 
direcuon of Liverpool Street, with the intention of catch 

ge? me Sere' ^ ‘^"bby vast sums to 

get me there in time, and he certainly did his best I 

did not stop to take a ticket, but dashed across the platform 

and entered the train just as it was moving fut. I saS 

back on the cushions with a sigh of reliefo One gets so 

much pleasure out of /usi doing a thing Then I^foiinrl 

out that the train which I had^nterXas nm theTn 

foirty, was not going to the same place, and was not 

dunking of stopping anywhere for some considerable time 

mfoT^ rt should reS 

alwavx r ^he connection 

y • y Me the girls with the biggest feet always 
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devoted to quite inferior works of hcdoir Why .tic 
clean-shaven men always cynical? 

Then of course there arc the tetHlcr, Hnu.jnfu asun ia 
dons. A good deal might be said about Uaio. In the 
meantime I can’t think where l\c put^ fiau i.am. n-u. 
Ah! here it is, sitting under one ih the uimumus ,UHi 
laughing at me. Now for the eukin wun ;i at u 
in it like the curls of the lovogoil hutradi. 

And flat — miserably flat. 

As I said, Zeiige/sf docs not care to nucre about luir !t. 
So I have amused niyscli with reading tb,r h.ea. .ira,-.. d.Mfc 
in the “Entertainments” ot Rapiudes. ilcir u r. : 

A general feeling of comem prevailed ui du- lioiiu- ni 
Zeus & Co. “ Wc shall declare,” s.ml Zrua, " Muit a 
dividend as never was.” 

“ Wc shall,” said ( k. 

'Zeus & Co. occupied t!ie nvo tliroui- a! tCic b yf 
the large hall. During the List sjuiag CaMm::/. tiai! 

ordered his own throne to be retphied. Xtauni;;-' bta u 
done to the other throne, wluvdi waa f.Ha tna.. d b;. i ,ia ih;r 
Co. was quite hurnhle. As a inaina! ru!r bi" ua‘“ a'-?, iaa d 
the sentiments of Zems. If lu' frh fhr dufa;?ua«e ia'iuani 
the two thrones, he had nevfr turufiuuri! u. iViiaip-. u 
might he as w<’l! to notice thaj all fle^ deu^'. wm- lo ihr 
bands of Zeus k Ca>. *riiev wic the. fluraJ*. u's, ..liid a!*.£.t 
the shareholders. By this arraitgaiurut nu%!i 
ness was avoided. 

But at this moment an old gemlrnian in a \r-rx sbmy 
coat rose from the desk a? tlir fartlna red .4 ilie h,i!k 
and stepped towards the dn‘fair*i. Hr *4 .u Zniu 
coughed a little nervously, ami bcga.n ; 

“ Mr. Zeus, ami also Mr. Co., yni wdl r.\mor for, but 
Fve a little maffer to bring before von, in mv pMsiutiii .11 
Chief Agent in the Punishrneni DcpaHiurui.” 

“ By al! means,” said Zm% kimily. IbrirA iioiliiiig 
wrong', I liope. Iris a gooi! drjianrtirm/* 
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Well eel,„.'.l 

called lims.” sub(.idin;ite, a lucic i«.y, 

rcguLr.sa‘lary’”’ -'Jiv- 

Precisely so,” replied the Aijent. ” He iiKt ti»,i i ■ 

small commission on every hnlen lu-u t Iv! II ^ 
the present I’ve IvkI ,v,. . ^ otatt. Weil, up t,, 

Ns ui-k uairLs 

"sed (o .send me in moo f ' "'‘‘“N 

h-i,! eve., 1 , lavoitrable reiiorts of him I 

/■They si.nidy\w.nhH-r\XSr‘l,''t^^ 

S’ zeu,J’;, f:o"'uv;r,hj’’!;;;;r' r' ‘t 

“No me only slureholders. 

.I.C s-c w. 

sir. Mil,, if vi.u ,viil lidii-vc I, ,l„ I ^ '’'■'‘‘•i 

111 i«i«ii tlu- |',„t 1 „. ii„l,lV.ilr,.„'l,. ll’'’’' "■■■Ill's 

," 1.11 f' ■'"■«• lip ill 

knew the rights ol i)„. .t ' I “ever 

lies I,'™ v,;;: i cii.."- m.,, 

in ills , VI irk ' ■'■ ■*". n" (>!v.isnrv 

iii.v/’w;,,:lr,t'::\:L;,tv^ ■ ■■".' ■■n 

IHiiiisliinvii, .,„il ., l,|„.i,N ■■ '" » 

At this motnnir the Auein wlio i, , t ■ i 
fcappearetl with l-ros. He wtT . I , L, . 

IJ wa« cvitlent that he w.t^ ve^y 1 r^' **“' 

flashed, and tears si.hhI in them He mtl ' 

«> >;ciis, bn, with . r-, Ll I :. . 

iiini iiiiivcr fnim ill, lli.nl I ” nnsliiiik li's lx»w 

•im.wi, „„c u!m 'Z,^' ‘‘It’’' ’'“I’M I"" “IJ 

tlown on the H«,r‘ of ,hc* hall?** 
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‘‘Fve had enough of ik\iS he said siaadv, Ids 

lips tight. , 

‘‘Arc you aware/' said C 'h. HrucmuiW ^ u,. - : 

have just broken is the jn'«*j-ufy n! ^ ^ i i’ 

“And are you aware," ihunMud /b u . ‘ ’ die 

dickens yoiiVe talking alnaii: .i,. 

The boy burst inte^ tears. " 1 r ,r . :•; i//’ 
he sobbed. “ I mnM. Vm lu-i a hlr-e , , I 'o . r. 
And Fm not going lo be xmit '■■civ.iu!, :e,r ..,ur 
everybody/^ 

“No,"’ said Co. cjuiedy; *' wr i-^vr 
“Then what docs your hrst ink inrA- ' - . / d:ie 

boy fiercely. 

“The first rule/' replied iao... ” i> !•’ 
shall not be enough to in.ikc a hfc, aea! O'-'o o •C/l 

be more llian ctunigh to sjani rt. Wr a r.ar 

to stop people sjioiling tlieir li\r''./' 

Zeus rubbed his hands SiUib, d, 4 i,,a 

said nothing. 

“I did not mind ouvc/* the l?..<v \%ri.i ‘ ‘ vs ' oi i 

made women weef* ant! mni oe.r. 1 tk r- ^ If" 

always the same diing. 1‘in'n ai.d ‘ a,. , i ,:-.t 
obtain; ant! then the weaker hll tlrui d. , :.d. ok 

stronger sort grow cruel Ifi. i! tk-v . , 'jr , m 

one form or anotlwr iedknv^. 1 iu% | 

“just [KISS me that thiindni^^/i/’ ■aid d-rr, , ui m 
unpleasatU voice. 

(Jh, ytui can kill -me/’ iht ^r:v i, »<); 

tcmptuuusly, ‘*1 cam notlnng ■|■‘a r‘-e. | r, , ! iM 

never lived/’ 

“But you mistake/* sak! i'o. „ i,,imaU, 

Mr. Zeus had tm inirmaat ut Ird-',/ \.,n bar .i 

riglu Uj resign your pn! u h,lr l|r v, m*; lif 

kill a yiamg girl tiamed Iks* fir " 

What for? *’ gasjied h 
“Oh. far sjMtrl.” 

1'Iktc w.is a imniirjit's mIi . 'liu-ti I.-.., M’-'lr m 
*i h.ilti. UUtUUtir.lI \aUC, ' i Htil h.u L fu HiH 
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A CANADIAN CANOE 

ityche.’’"^ ‘-'"'-•C if you will not kill 

“ Very well,” said Zeus kindly. “ I don’t want to he 
Now "Tof ^ i^ili somebody, it doesn’t matter. 

• tha^ ever.^"'^ 

a mSStr^aur^^ 

replied Co. 

4;f 'Sc yis./’^^ "‘"^• 

allably! regikled,” said Zeus 

■soom ” 

again. W 

hanlshiirthiT' f ««•'»'« 

nre-J ’ ■,' ’ ‘ «iiI<'Wcd to 

vtcm alway.s prcarhc.s the evcm’ng scrnicns.” 1’hcrc was 

X ridllr'ii''''-;;" ‘'» 

be ind d e CM When the light dies 

t eliind the stained winduw.s, and the music .sneaks and 

rough the open <kK«-.s you can , smell the syringa-bushes 
hcn~-lor some reason that I know not~~it is n oa «' v 
o hmk o«e,sd a sinner and to wish one w«c not 
time! naturally be more elicctivc at such a 

dii^. "/*"'> 'tntl 1 have been thinking about the 

difleicnt ihing.s that I am going to eat shortly" I do not 

Bm extend '• ^te^hat 1 .should be .si low. 

• y. liable to suggest the exact op|X)site. It has 
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been proved by statistics that t\V(» liiiuii. nf ihr bfst 
English jokes arc invented, but iini lu-u-.uiiU ‘,|u.kcn, 
at funerals. Perhaps this accounts tor thr d< |'a sMon one; 
always has to conceal when one hears oi the ins ur 
success of a dear friend. 

Zeitgeist will have a long rest now itiitil luv irtum. 
I could wish for some rea.sons that I h.u! iinnc uim- 
plete control over drat boat; that, when I d uut with 

it, I could be more definitely sure wlieir it u.is yMiitg; 
that, in short, its nature w.is less ju'tnl.di!. ll.iui’.rr, 
there is a charm in uncertainty. 1 ftny.ivr it rv ci yihiiig. 
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the nine muses minus onk 


ci.m s .sTi.iiv ; ciiaui.i:!, m viui s 

( ,i Ixaiiiitiil .MiiKiiu'i' rtisilii lit i i.i i ,, , 

,|,f •I I, * ■' 

(hf Ikiiicm Utuh-r I. . I I It ’ 1 ‘ 

iind in his ihr.ini u ,s s, uVli 
in tlx- H;,y ,.l 'r.uriitiim *' **'‘‘**‘'%' 

ivitirii to (.‘l.inh.uir tlu' iiihiJM ** 

silii.ilittfi itj his h.itui Ji i i rv'l * hoklitij; ihc 

alhlt'tr. who tlitl nui liflii.v mere 

jt-onc aw.iv to drink t hnk- ' "*J 1'"'^ *** 

»iwkn' h.tti just oonc rouo.f i i ‘ 

men piTri**dv w*htf ti fa idl i|it 

rvnv,l,i,,, Lq 1,;''^, '1.™.- in («,. 

in '..ind in ' i,'r.',.!;L""i„'‘i ” ''T ■" ''-""I. 

"I'il'- I .rn.,nnn,l nn,;™ n ,,r,.;;i “r.l"’", 'f''''" '''"I' 
«l«k nl „„,df „n„|,, llJ^rrjT, Lit ""' 

mid nnnif.dcsi; hm 1 ,ntist mv ,> *! 

misoji \vl)v 1 w;ts trrrmiftfd J ulu* i ! f***^'*' 

Ivlulrinf!’; rtrnS’ 

57 



more stories by BARRY f.MN 

grossKss, .-.nd bcaimM. S», 1 W s„„-, U v„m 

mv dear reader, although in a less (h-g!<r. 

In the front of the cloud hung a rosv ciut.un of sumr 

deUatt d»ut, and bddnd .hi~ a»..i.n « ib.- 

room in wWah die Muses nrie r,r,.u|'nl. I 1«' 'Vas 
Standing erect. She wore a long ami .nugle to!..-; her 
Sure ias stately; her look was , hr loo. ot und 
some, learned woman, who is on ihr hnok .4 tier 
thirtieth year. In one Intml was an ofiru roll ,4 [..ij.er, 
on which gilt lettm were hla/oiied. She was looking 
down upon the towers, and steeples, am! h-ntse t.ijw o. 
CambridV, and on the slow r.ver wtm hng hkr a 
reluctant silver corkscrew thmngli the he.umhtl meadows 


of Grantchester. . 

Behind her, seven of her sisters. pHitne-.iurU giouped, 
reclined on a low divan at t!ic l.tnlirr end .4 the ,„.m 
They all were beautiful in dillereni wavs. 1 hnr ro!»c<, 
snow-white and pearly grey, golden and ,»mis..n and 
deep-sea blue, made a poem of colour. 

And on the. mosaic fltior, kureliug or. one l.nre, f»rnd" 
ingovera little tripod fluu suf.potied a hta/in. was one 
who wore no robe, hut the loui’ utj’.hf *4 het hfaufifit! 
hair. Mockery was on her !ip-i. Init thrann were in 
her eyes. She seemed a ytiung giil pt srvrmrrn. She 
was Erato, who sings to us of love. 'I he putiur «>f hrt 
in the classical dictionaries is ah-airdlv w-ioog. Hf»idf 
her on the floor lav Iter Ivrr and a ciiti.nts g.ddeu « .nket 
From the brazier a tliiti. waiuiering liur of f(.igi.nii 
smoke came up, ami iioverrd in the ro*>m 

There was a moment’s sileixT, Then (lio turned 
round to her sisters. ” We will si.iv lietr, she s.u4, 
“for a little while. This is ami here .nt 

gathered young men who are mdv gvrnn.ist* am! vrt 
follow the Mtiscs. For thev tl<* all of them seek aftrt 
culture, and love naught hill the rr-uiuu; of maiiv Irarnr.! 
books, and the liearing of the wisdom of ihrir te.ifhfrt; 
and they all .strive to lead the higher life.” 

Terpsichore g.ive a curious Ulilr cough. I have i» 



HI}', NIN!'; MfMis ONI-; 

■* 

•'> l»ccn there bdorc. The i-nvr 

■‘'»i ^t'Ucly (.h„ uevor nutimi it. ^ 

A ;,nt r;;;; biw." 

Init for ti ■ «•)•«. lukrd 

7“'’7 the NiHH.kInV He 

,'1 ?, ,7 « H'ti he emn- n,. He '.(.hh! i,v the side 

■""■ ’■'■'■■n.uri::;' ''"'i ■', 

hut lie u-,. 1 »•*> ylnn;.;,! 

‘»H{ Jic UH,‘v intikui'^ at ( liu, * 

iei ''fiu'"‘t;’ ’l '"'.'!* ' 'Vr wmihi st.ty here • 

with h'.r.iro’.s hiiir. *’ ' still phtyiug 

iravcil ''I'et^in her ear, " jay bnv siring jv 

•' vi, ; , ' ■“ yuur hair." ^ 

>',7 . :.;™ 

' * * »• "7‘i ^ . a.,.i tlie ilnad rrauiaca still a l’ 
..sketh hrga> t>" she 

.. '* 'hry all erinl together, 

lott ir the rhlrst. ytui kmnv." .iddetj |.>a,„ » a-.re 

','S u "r'f- , ’'■"1 '-Ik™ ■' -.»hi.:„ t™ 1",,;* 

r , I, r;' "'v '"‘iv .... .i,r I m . ,"i 

I imlK>. of tmuKiral lord* stinmroiied hy wrir ^ 

V ir ««w J’laiHiigciiei was exe- 
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Clio paused. There was a sly, imvl.i.-vnus In„k 
Erato’s face; she stretched out one hand m the .pi 

casket, and took from it a l.ule powder, whuh ...,e 
dropped into the brazier. A stranu.e. puu.-em ,.dn„. 
came up from it. I do not know uh.u n r-.a'., 
had a curious effect. 

“ I think I will begin again, said ( no. 
wrong story.” 

Then she told the story whiclr toll.iu:.. 
the powder had a little to do with it. 


hut it 
rl’.il''. ihe 
;ni .di.iid 


With the battle of Waterloo the last h- fr ol < h, tiles 
was humbled in the dust. Three ye.us .iUeie.,u.k he 

was found by the lictors seated .1 po..i ilmd 

compartment in the railway junction wltul! w.e. ne.trd 
on the site of that scene of carnage, ara! ’aiil the 

name of Waterloo. Charles surveyed! fhnii Itutn f!ie 
window, calmly and unflinchinglv. ** Cn/ !ir ’-aid, aiui 
tell the 'Carthaginians that ynu^ have srni M.u srafed 
in the SoutlvEastern E.'^press inr Charifi;/ « 

His request was never carried ntii, U w:f*; ahtiHsi 
impossible to book through to risa! if was fmi 

far to walk. With tears in their eves, fh.r li., fop, walknl 


sorrowfully away to the refreshment looin, 1'1ir tmin 
steamed out of the station and ai'rivrd a wrrl latri at 
Charing Cross, a little tircai hut iti t.nriv '*o*ul londiiiHii, 
Charles Marius levied two htnrvnk'^tKf** *<0 fhr .iiri\a! 
platform, and conferred a iiinnojHdv riir hook^ta}!; 
but he was not looking at ai! well. iii.ipEr^ of 

Mintuniag and a rooted dislike n* bring lallri! 4 tnaii of 
blood, had preyed on his inimi. a,nd inadr him appear 
haggard and aiiKious. He was niri ufidn the ilmk hv 
the aged Meneoius Agrippa, Kot rates, jnhn ihaildunv, 
the vSpanish Ambassador, and }«4iii lhat!*.h.iw 

was naturally the first m speak. 

*CAs Serjcant*at"Law and Prrsidrni of the High Ci tin 1 
of justice, if is my painful diiiv to- 

Stay/* interrupted Menerdus Agrippa. ! oiu’r ff»ld 
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-IHii NINK Mt SKS Mi\i s om 

KHHJndly 

umcd jm.utin. t;lnrl«' Vf ‘ “* i"* ‘'•' 

iiay lunger Itw [in. jj^.jjy . , “'""'‘3 !■< n.ik 

3iu_ up,m •• ■' !•>•. .uui gH'H 

linlc 8nn^ “ *•> 3a-..a. U\ , 

n.i,i.y i}r,i .i i i# 

}^if Ltd I n;i V- Mniciiiiiv 

^licir lolls. i^iji icccix-irvi urnifi 

3''‘'m il,f Ikily. (iu-v sui,n' l.!Li"uL ‘ 

;y '‘*\«m ■* »“•■'*) uy 

Ult\* llic Mr'i -{it * Itthillll III 

K-'.- I'Jm ii.;;! 4 .:'! ::, 

leui.uks; ■ •|j’“«lMn!(y ta resume hit 

when tin- .‘"'f’ K««><r hy 

and MTuig ulur i.,.Hc diu J. h *"*’*>' ^‘•‘3'‘'‘^‘; 

y-«- ^^L-uies till’d' 

r,;;t,“' -'--i :s; 

•;' r,‘, «".tiMj'','il'cn]‘' ""7 

"■ ■■ wt -St™ 

M-ys In,, «n. 

Menwiius Agrippa. V,h, Socw^l 1 aii 4 

n • I CHI, will a«um|»any titiii 



a(,lintiiisu.’r U> 
i.rthci'N 
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man of blood, Charles Marius, and 
the consolations of your plulosopliy. 

remain.” _ . „ . . • 

The sad procession filed out of: Cliarui*.; t Nnutmi. 
Menenius Agrippa looked a little angry, aiui luiisii 
ing the dust from his toga; but tlie Sjiamsli Aniius.idur 
and John Bradshaw were intensely stately and ^iiynaned. 
Behind them walked Socrates and t iiaiii s Mmius. 
Socrates began at once : 

“Seeing, my friend, tluit you are aNiut tu he rxe.uudi, 
let us speak of execution. For it is well -jHak .i!v. ays 
of the thing which is the present thing. Sk uritmy^ .tsid;: 
your misconduct under 11. Mctellus Stanleiu'. m Aim a, 
let us discuss this execution. Now, 1 Imvc oticn 
wondered why to the many it always srmr; an evil to 
be executed. For if a will be duly cxcuinak it takes 
force therefrom. Now, to acquire force is pl.miy to !>c 
reckoned among the good things, dluuiuie lu be 
executed must be good and dcsiraide. Cr shall v\e say 
rather that words have no meaning r “ 

“Go to the deuce!” said Idiarles Matins failluly. 
“We offered John Bradshaw our nqat wtad, aini he 
refused to take it. So we won't talk at all/' 

And he never said another word until they weie ah 
five seated at one table in the Italian lestautam, A 
melancholy waiter of no nationality hinngju a '.Mikd odl 
of fare; he also added two forks and a nuHiau! [>*4 .o* a 
kind of afterthought. 

“Bring,” said John Bradshaw, “ oiir imiile of 
Raisonola and one glass.” 

“ VeF well,” said the waiter sadly. Hkking, a drat! l!) 
off the table with one end of his napkin. “ If will \w a 
shilling, if you please.” 

“Pay afterwards,” .said John Bradsliaw diarply. 

The waiter shrugged his shotiklcrs, “ I am vrr* sorrw 
but we mos^' always ask for ze monny iriorr wr bfinu 
ze Raisonola. We haf tnir cmkr.s, Ymi scr wc liaf 
often had a trouble to get ze mtiniiy aficrwards from /e 
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!iy> ■iiiii tlu'v jj.if 
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^iNE MUShS MINUS ONh 

‘^r 

,,^ ,'• ‘***^ tiirow 'cm avvH 

ns ao.s.sjzi — nijssin -ir -.II i. ; i, '‘"'V' ■“»* t 

'■“t 

c|ukkly. “olice uJLn'ru’.zzc'df. 

work a„y iozz^er f,i the Hdly' uSu-ir''* 

pny,” he aickxi!*‘’‘'‘AnlM/‘i“l *' 

“ lC‘7\;nb‘V‘Y ^ 

'“.oney .snainlu hunic t„ Xi.iin 

short ihai ini.|ii thtre woukl 1, '^’ T^' ' '**'* "'.is 

Mau-nius tu tli. ’ I ' ' , ' »»Cic...s.uuno.s. 

gljul to continue his lahJe. ''Vlwp" 

I know~-anv luiiner ior »lt. o ri* was If 

•*i>o ciroji j(V' klJ 

patiictically. '’'*•■ ‘N>*'»ish Aiuhassador 

,,J lhadshaw. -chal.. i 

( Inl <«VI, „„„.■■ ■ ''*■ ■' "'•"‘■ 

";-£;'';„s;:;,"'i;,“ ", » «™. 

the waiter relnse«l rftr,» a i , 
pclict! to leave the testa, inm 'h"' * “* 

. 1C <ioor. When they had Li dc iT TT 
tlH;..; nutuher was tniLin':: d'f (‘I ’f 

1 lie ft'?*! 4ij ifj^ siarv k «i# II t* KfariiH, 

escaped to St. i leJc,.a/;,m} sI.VT" 
coilal^, rating with Dr. (Jaude, on a n *n **' 

liasthkc- 'Phe failure cT lr 
John Hradshaw’.s ini„d, a,J in ^ *'*’**” 

the time-tables whicit bear his name he wrt»te 

ocarim namc Meneiuus Agrippa 
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became a diner-out, and acquired i!ir Mnn,;nir of 
“History,” because he always rcjieaied hiin-.iit. 'I’he 
Ambassador still lives in his castle in Sj aiii. 

Clio had finished. “Thank you su mu h,” ‘,.iid the 
other Muses. 
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m,.utUL^su un. 


^-niir ui.cn she eh.-ekeu i.nsni Tu 7'- t"' "' 

ponr c;ii,/.s to.iMeui .,1 I, ■ “V ' “ 

"'3 ‘J i m,,,,,:. "■' ""“i- 

wild \vaJke,l .icixs'. liie n-v i'"i • • >i .,i.t 

-‘■b-i.n iun.,.uui .n, iu.m.:: j*’ ' i 

iiKimnii.s n}u:,i the fveun . , ' ■ 

‘'“"‘Kill "I lain. As he Mir 

•'liiapic sii.iiu fiuKiijh i»t« vutii ' a 

■ iiiul altfnv.luis! hhiumjs .,i .i i,(,,u. Aii 

C.litt, she s,|j,h liiaHiitii t i i . ! i . i ■ 

>«iri .„„i i„ ‘ 

ir““ 

story.'* '•*'1 "s iir.ii iM.it, 

f 'ur? ■'i"™'" 

‘“■'•‘'"'I"' '“!>■« I .|m„r 

vv<* Ui»ved 
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Already he has seven feet in lus h* 

not, because the gods do nut iilvc Jum. li ^ ici 
thoughts of love stray forth from unr .OaiuUv'r, an^l 
flutter down into that young mans re^l iKsal, I tliar 
he would never get the pemaincnu 
to these young men love is a ilisunut 
avoid the maidens, and care iud) ha . 
of Greek accentuation. Wheti they Inoe .oi 
you shall tell your story; gnsu la 

fallen in love; I myscil have i\u jnr|udut a .m a k, lha 
you may choose wlvich oi us shall feu fiu' i-e'U ^ 

Erato sighed, and glanced rtnuul Ou; jrna.ri.^ VOicis 
her eyes fell on Euterpe licr iacc lirsgju, licd, Aiul iiul\ 
Euterpe was good to sec: she had a lu-cuhaiui gi.itc cif 
body, and fresh gladness in liar eves; \ef a 

depth in the look of her; it was the le«ik ol iUu- ut-i easiii 
understood, of one who ct.aiid iert a siut^av, 

“I choose Euterpe, Ixtaiuse suc e* I'T^ooUid., 


A little flush came into luUcipe’s liei 

.parted, showing licr small white ireih wa/v tw 

shy and quiet; 

'' I would sooner siiig to yutid* da" ‘Uiut, *" .! 4iri more 
used to singing;’* 

No, dear, it nrast be a Murw’’ i !:■ .^uoh, , 
“'And perhaps a song will ciaoc n, ' .-.iiik’d haaii' 


sweetly. 

Then Euterpe told this st*av. And ail il..r nmr flu; 
she was telling it .Erato sat ga/any: t:]va.,i,id im.- I 

eyes. 

The chi.ld came through the hacNf, 'R / iag irwi 
grew close together, and creeping plaiiis innia bkr htA\y 
serpents from their, boughs. Hic sun fMiimi ns w/? 
through, here and there, among ilir boM*!. tuh learn 
and made splashes of light on die real g*i!il *>l due iliikb 
hair. One bird called to a.iii?ihrr; rvrn lunv am! tiia 
there was a flutter among t.he kavr^, oi ihr t|iml rii«J 
of some s.nia.Il live thing, in the la!! pdsw\ aini brii4| 




't liii NINE MUhluS AlI\L\s (JM-, 

of I'C--** 'Ik K<'»«I vvtmi.s uiini itun .i;.-. 1 ,.,iu 

far umid hvar thv iuw UEir nl iiur l^ I*. 

stood l->y t if luar^iu ol tin- tlis,,„i s.. lunuL\.,^u- 

sti-etclic .s o wild ai;. sp.ucs cl .siill water („ tin- lute ..t 

■ ’f '‘' !«• liu' nui ul she ucrld. 

a He child uas very 1.,... 1 k-r h;,,, u.,s eku.a.s- in-,- 

S^^u'dur'S-r .UHi Sliuu^, 

ana gr.Kcl I 't , ni»- iui.i.hf M<- a Ih-.m- iuuk in liVr 

blue ey<^, anti .spUlw, ol uiuim.., hnv atai ii,.,,- ,,fi tiu- 

hex- xxnttu-c to tonuu. arul |,n. - V„.\; ' 

thlXXg:._ 1> ..lu- she ale,..; t},c i„„iv ..1 

youixiJ- %Y ^ •'»a)rriv Hit. re than a kittrti, ,shc hini 
ever- lU flu- ..jici. an, a, a! d,;- uas il.-r, a, si in, less \ 
the uxorni.t). she had ei,a,.eu it. „u„l „ v.as v,ta,\‘- v« 
altlaou^H it was Vittme, u Ij.ui tMii.-ht ! i 

o„ ci- 

Its _clxiw.% ...Hi teetti; thtek dcjis ..| bleed tell sl..wlv .! 
to Its 1><«4. and tis kir was svet aial Maiiied. 'i he d,ibj 
wore it !nm|.. „u£i„ai. limietitn; luvkl.ue s L 

caugHt tlir h»„erllu-s fw ,h,stsan- theu u! t! 

were Briubtevt r, and ha.i , headed a .it 
tendril uh the b..,!a . t., make hr. eh th. tl 

lace- vSl.r i.ked the t,J,|„,^ k.,, ,,„j 

butte:! ii4ii r ,ig*iiii\t Iwt Mrimiih skuh *ii% i1$ch liyn » 

there: aiui dini \ltiwly. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

A iHiiplr fli^vrr. tint i-s*. i 

rV"* '"«.llds he. as'shr’.tVd'r 

.ouid U I,, it 5„. 'I; , '. - "'';;;"; 

m ’ t «««>fK'd dmvij and i,„e ..if thr mtrnlr 

that set„„J ,l,t child lad .evihly „u„l „ ,J,r"Mj 
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SO she crushed most oi liic i^ec, Icauui, it r 

nir to 

let it feel the agony oi dealli. ^iic Uu:.,:, i-i 

■'oa, Lir iK,dv 

of the wild catj aiid urn or* Fu' .* u'v* 

. 4 i.uiga 

oil her red moutii, ’lueri siie 

-in Uueir a 

nest was buiit ia a busii wiin w-n Hi.ar* i.-.; 

■ ' . ;.h iituc 

white globes oi Iknvcrs. in iii, o/n. 

v.iilijj 

birds: two ol' these siu: ewu hi Lie u 

i,ua;d at 

once: she held tiie third m on Moaii ... : 

0 . Inr ;| 

secondj and a kind oi lrenr.| k.ahc i u i.a, . 

■’>‘'■4 nr IlLuic 

her linn teeth meet in Us urth. i t-. i,' 

’ r V. .Ir ^ 

stood shudderingj and then siic ja. * nr. .0 

iiiyn 

slowly. SluWiiy siie came thu'‘u,,^e L,r oac’.-: 

- m on i4|[, 

ness and cruelty, caring laumng Fa van t-vu. 
knowing nothing better ifian inn uuv-.H. 

* iv.oi: n jtu; 

And it chanced that siic came f-h mr le... 

m: f!if 

minstrel sax m pksLsani siiade mi .* 0. 

%.rn\r yi 1 

tree’s root. In his iiarui.s was ius iu e mm 

mm-n niliic 

from it like fallmg water. 'ila: iIjol i 

n’* n-Ui di* 

bruslnvood, and hni lici'seill and iLame/d. 
minstrel sang : 

And jfe 


Far away i'. jFc v, Fr:. • , .■ 

'i1ie rt'sl nj ihr F.,'- i':.,-, *" . 

'i'hc |)C*U'C i*t ibr 

Scautml md ifrau, wIrTr j-'..-. i.-, 

Thc*rc thr iuiil ^ 

Am! ihc stml ha'< u >i u.-nt Fr ^ v;-, ^ j ^r;.. 

Aiui Ur Uv,»U f;K,;i . . * 

A;! {he ishl r .. 4.' . . 

!„.i- 

Alui ll;** h|;/5' t*,i {Isrii- r'r;. r. 4 "■'■■■ ■■■■ 

Whnr ilrif j- tu'i ,1 j.k j,- j. 

Whnr ilr {aH%*‘ '»./ . t* * j?. ;r , . ' 

ThiU lei! HU** il.Hl.ii-' *. « . 

I as 4 h. . t .4 '■ 

Let Hie will line r^r U,,- ,1^ 

-Fre the tiru Lihh h,::.; .. u.- f ■ 

I JHH lirnl iff riiv ,• ! ' • • . ^ ■ ‘j! 

Am! ril iHakcf Itrun *. .n,-. »’ r A . ! *.4= j., 

I- til a " l4.f 4 ' ^ 

Y1 k voice eased; but the mu-.u .,i tl.r U.r -o!! !],«' 
oil, .'ind tlic midsfrel It«»kcd u|nv.tf»K t<.M.Mds tltr dtt 
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■he Zk ZfiZkZw'" oi’ ■'■""■f'' 

S’ S'’ZTJ1“S “ ■'^h"':;,';;,;:j 

whiter end he 

h« there no Z taXn Whh n"‘' 
she unfastened the livino’ u , *• ’ iienii)Iuii> finners 

killed all the butoi S n‘: S^-^h- 

flung herself prone on tIk* ' um toiture. i hen .she 
her linked I.Z Jd 

.'dief rf ic„,, il'li.T'r™'' “ '«"e. hn. .1.= 

was I so cruel? Wliv did f ' nioaned. “ wliv 

ph.H w.d, her haii-.S!,,: “S:;::;:: ' 

A.» the child lay there 'ind tlis .• d'? i * 
the 5ky above <>vcw darl*or pi^jyed uo anti 

for pleasant sliadcT Over' rli I 
seemed to be the^at<I o ' rt !'"n 
clouds, black and purple So I ? '^’e storm- 

still, as if it werf J <,uite 

dimly afar off? ^ t’ti‘t souoded 

anger was in his eyesT’’^'^ ami 

;"rx; 

" 'Srif.'';:; iS'dri', S”" 



.»nrll.elk'Z*";Se '‘w'"''"''' 

head; a quick (5,1., T r'""*' "• "'V 

ghostly steel. Por a mome"r'"i' ’’’ 'htust 

dazzled; then tltc bud roar ofihunT '^' 

roar ot thunder seemed to fill i 


The 

he 



* 


ItH 

ll !'»< • 

i"i,s ..'inc: 
S;:r 

* hr.iUt 


rli. 


more stories by BARK\ vl,. 

forest and the sky. 
that the minstrel 

side was his lyre, wuh ” r . 
ing; from his body, ch.nurl . ■ 

ty Ihe »clc of .bo Jo«.l ..00. . 1 - 
aid looked pitcoodv "I”" , I 

„„tofitnow;<h<'i>.borO' ■ 

blackened Bp ol il.o ' 

It was the fmst k.ss she had ' , 

And still .she did not weeji; hm 
seemed to be as hre and 
her head. When the evening U.l 
of the swamp. Ont <■ •' 
and looked at her w.t!. ' ;-Vi 

led a little b.iekw.ird. 
lome, then! I lia'e 
, and then let me <iie. 
hic lion lurned swiltU n 
ack into the cavern. 

The child wandered on. 
berries, but they would net ij’. 
moon was up, she s.nv a^d.aa 
self into it; but the pufi 
shore. She was f.un m un'. ■ 
knew their business better 
And still she \v.iik‘. 
and finding it »"!. .md 'i-. - ■; 
time.s at night, when the > 

‘''c low grey hilK, 'A.e 
7 lines of a rrmctnhne . 

|,f*i 

Hie -h'o - ■ 

I .tm ? r ! ~ ^ ' 

An*! r;! nt-'*'.-- 


Uli 


cll 


ul . 110 .! 




And ihe 




im iiriL.n 




■.!ic' .saw 
I'lv hid 
:n diUrr. 
ht .lit: 

i'll I Lurk 

:.i. hoiil, 

din 

I IV. iV. 


I U M 


1 


vruis 
'V., in 


{ ■' 
r'i ' 

, ci. 


lilh 


lu 


'Ab'^ Uii;: 




,ir I 

u lirij f!:r 
lo ik 


du! 


, a:' 


1 I* 


ifn 


.f i 
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1 hanks, ’ said Thalia, “ thouah I rJimS • 

tor tl,„,e fandfr,, high-tOMd ‘ 

so in nrod, 
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HI 

TERPSlCHOHE’ji ^ ''" ‘ ' ' ' 

A SEiORT pause, ami ihcu !‘aau» ^ ^ ^ 

“Clio, my dear ami rcvcrnu! -aan. ^ ' 

young men below us, m lot tt -it,,' 

^ “My dear child," sail! Chu. " ‘••u • ■'■■•d, ... ■ 

me to Well, as t.ir as i * “'I ' : / , , 

are still up and at work, Ihc 

stamping up and down hn. loom.^^." i ■ ■ 

He has discovered tlE.tt his i. , u , 

Hia hf*Ml I'd-'C -'*■ ■ 

and he has been trying it a dtiincnf^ • . . . 

moans ; ‘ “ Caput era! inidiiiii " .nwl ■■ ' ' 

and I wish I was tleatll ’ " 

“ I asked the quesliMti," 'ad 1 i.ao,^ m ^ ^ 
has just occurred to me, v.hi. h ! 'li..!!!.! ' ■ •“ 

I read it in the l*rcnch. 1 don t ihml. n -'i ...!■ ^ 
young men, even il they lunh! 1 

a little, of cmusc. ‘I'lieir’s t i'f -.pirn. .a.) ; .n'. . ■>'' 

husband — .She paused suddmh. 

“Yes,” said Thalia, dryly. " In tk' ■ - pirtu - .'•a 
.stories there generally is mic splemUd p.o- -a: j'- mr 

husband-- — -" and she also p.im-ed MiddruK . 1- i.'-u 

at Erato, and they toth smiled. 

“Certainly not! Most ccit.unlv m-i’ " -.lu! ( . a 

once. “You must rcmemlrcr, l-.iaio. ih.«t this n* m t «.'* 
Greek civilization. The Englid* h.tve yyt i.cy..»id Umt, 

I 



UIJ 


tJ.\ I 


M.\i. Ml >! s Ml: 


till \ have .iiiv.u / i, t.i. V . ji • ,, ; 

the '.inlllH v.uiu-. .„.U !„ 

itirn, .uui tiu i i „.r .1 . ,<,> , 

Hlint ii.r i.,ii I in.il.i i . . 

(ilC .lltllli 'I 11 \ It >.V»n 


imr ni.ui. a J 

MlU.ilIuar. i ..•■■Hir j.n,, 1,.,^,,,,.^ 

|uji«-i ujti.lt j«tnitr,i k lumini " 

An. urii' ■ ....-urtci i 1 1 ,.,,, 

“ -i- v-r-i .. 


■■ .\il, urii' ’ 4,.-.ur,r,i i ,.,i. 
rh.ti l,tAr\ 4 it.vf .u( i,,,H V. 
jIk-ii 4 .iti/-i! ■' IVi..,,, 

VVIIIkHi! I!," ' * 

I : ,u.). j 

Mjs I j u' 1 1 'U I,. I 1 

-iit.i '4nr t.Uwi' it , t 
l4»l|4hltl^ lilt-.. '( i ,!hc , 


-■,.j tri 


i >' f i<M» i), ,j , ' I » f i ■, 

U. Ijfcr j;,.-,, j,,^r 


I -iuaM It 

•'Pjiiff f«»i It," 


•' ,it. 1 , .. ■ n»i II, 

Kr,.a , h.„r. jii.Miuut.l ( i„. icfm.MnMh. 

Irij.M.hnir lit.l hrr.i i,r, •• Uhric tliry ate «, 

Ill Mllm u..|,h th.i a.. I,.,! /oi, , Uiry ii!ii|.U anjitiic ij} 

fljjlm m ,1 .h.-ij. j,..infkrriK-| fai.fi, uir laWr 

miWmriH, ir.fv air «. la^.h t... jua, Vr! u.mc 
llllics. ucll, liiM.' ,, .11 1 • '• 

’■ Vr*, a..;- M.a } mi.. 

.'\llli lhl» 1» lt,r H..I t ,4! Hctll 1,(1 , 

Ihrif H 4 <. 4 ijun ui.r i,,,i vnv |,,„g 
ht»t ..HIMI, ; 4,ui },„ |,|f }„. 

tiui, , 1 , .ir, I, r. |, iMj.j^i.ra ..(,r .ailiim,, 

nial hr W4» h.t,..,r.i la u 4 !..!i a.,,, 

U.timiJ, (Jut H.»» ..ttt-I, ' ! 

lU .Itita.l in.,!',* |..uM*ts liT.jxtr 4 4.,! s , 1 i. . , 

j»lnr* fehrir |,4,j j,, j,., ,^4,5,;,.,,., 

*I.l)fa 4 Jew ,b*> in 4 link ai.b^f, aahcr !?,r,r «ui . nr 
*«icrl i!ut **nu tuinl.liiig ikmnhill, fc..infi„nr» n a, 
c«IWi.;c* «,» ii.lr. winiritnirt il4t««M^l» .imnsn ,1 

Munira i,rr». ^.metimr, w„h ihc t^co }.c 4 « 3 i all t^uml 
H. II Ii 4 p|»ri',fa «,»,r mghi that he mtm w^wdrting thiwii, 

n 
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this street, and Inul reached , 

street turned into a cu.uniiv 
a space. He uas M'uau.,;. ... • ; 

song that he lud luMrd \ ■ 

Viola had taken vci V '■‘■.i ^ . ^ 

T*. nAf f'jnlv NuC 


and a link mystci 

her were rendered jn>4M.nr . - 
rather wicked; Inu n.' u:..' .• a 
because she w.vs s<. mw-ua.,. .. 
stories were sell cunu.una.a v. 

On one side ol ihr o-n 
itself, and partly wreened. hs tju- 
small garden m h' tu '1 '• . 

for the lower wiiuinVY. yi 
from wnl'iin iic vrahO 
song whkli !ic 

Why, it txHilil hi. OM s.UHA r.,. 
singing it like 11' 

Viohu ahhuugii ^ • 

was her repiitaiam ih.Ai 'u-' -■■■ 

What aiiili! shv 
village? . 

He leaiKxl ««vri "• 


on t!u: top ol it, aiu^ h"' 

Tile rot mi in thrA -.'t 
curtaiiiH were lett :■ '. 

rightly; it H- ■. ■•o... 

was slaiKling wnh hn ■■■' * ' 
man walched hxt * 

Her dress swia bitlhai-t, ; ^ 
put: cm til snhuidf .otil ni 
wearing her i!Miiir*n#!s ^ 

every story had tirrn x4d t ' *■ 

flic reason ior it alH 
splcndfiitr* r’shimg tun - 

nci witnesses, ftir ^ 

who ar ted as her io 1 * ; 





lilL NIXJ.', MUSI‘,S NHNUS 0X1-, 

the pian<, and had hco. playing tl,c nue.u: i„r her .song. 
j>ui ancly VK,ia uaadd mu have made her.srh t 
magailiccut smiply <ai Ikt aaa.>uin. 

It .suddenly dawnai on lum ti.ai he um. ,i„ing rather 
a mean thing iiy watehing Vioia in this w.iy. J ic would 
not look any more, hut he would wait, in ease site sliould 

curiolitj? niusHwnut 

But even as he uas m.dving this deciskm the tioor of 
the eott.tgc opened, anti \ ioia i.nne out. .she w.dhct! 
straight up the pathssay iMw.nds the gate .m whith the 

abmnhcr {>™iauoti 

“1 wondca lam ,m i.mh she ntan.,gcd n. sec me in 
t!u.s tlarknrsy he th.aight. “ Well, Vm not going to 
run away. 1 will u.m. .md m.ilc my apologies to her. 

expett site uil! he aogtt with me. Well, she should 
not lease the wnuious ,.prn when she smg.s, it she does 
not want people to stop .nul listen.” 

As she tlrrsv ne.ii m him she mmimiieil a few words 
m Italian, as it site vseic pleased ahout Mimeiliini*- he 
conjectured iliat mmh. h.i he t, add not muleiM.md Indian. 
Ihcn ,%hc uviuiiishrit Imn In* hvt lunuK mi isis 

shoiikicrfii ;itHi him* itikr* |''4%'^iis}fi*ilclv* 

It flashed atmss him for .m mMaiii that sfir had Jwen 
expciimg MJiiiri'fnc cKr, lijil ih.hIc a liiijniikc* Now 
hc^usHicrMtiiHl ilir ibr iii4ioc»iuk«-evcryifiifiM* 

flic* III) i!r4i Lilly,** lir mil, ** bin yoii are 
kmmg the wtciiig .iir yi.u ** Hr .iberuvirck ■' 

ttioiigfU ih;it hr iiii| 4 !if hjir rxpiciwd hioisrlf Nifcr, biii 
he wa^ agikiiaL 

vShe, on the ..thet haml. nevn lost her tonuK.MiiT f«ir a 

semiid. She sp.ke m ftnglish, with the faintest ixissiblc 

stOTiiiiocir i * 

Yes, th—thanks; it « the wrong hicc. Wtiuld you 
t—take It away? ^ 

He retired at tmre. svalked twenty yard* «bwn the 
road, and then met thr full humour of the tiiuatitin. He 
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l•iARK^ 


kughcd a bag, supi>roscd > .• 

away from the village, ..ui mri i.-. • 

haunts of men. _.\ih1, av iie^ v.. • ^ 

situation vanished again; hn. ! ■* 
music, her quccnhiua’'. i ■ ■ ■ .-'i 

presence. “ Viola, im 
heavenly mistake! 

Three years li.i.ssixl away, l [ ' • 
grew slowly wc.ikhy in iiu.se }c,:i ■. 
that night never IcU him; he w.is 
happiue.ss; his work was all hi;,.. *- 

popular— partly by reason «i 
partly because oi liis ^tmer ijn.a.n. - 
proverbially good; but nc n.ul c. 
and vigour to have earned huu 
trying tortunes. ills rcjuil.i’uiu >■■■■ 
his death came. 


He w.is in an .uvidcsii a 
accident — an aceiilent that rd 
mercial traveller in one .i.uu'.’anm 
in the next. 'I'hcre sv..'. .t < i t 


, r: 


occupied by deiiriuuu i . 

death. 


it was at the end tbr d;.‘ i.uuni j... 
friend who was by Ins 

“ Have I been ^ 

“Yes; of cenirse 1 voaddr/i 
Of course. Ail the unic:^ ” 

Ail the time.’* 

“ Were you surprisril ^ 

Wells 1 have kiiHV. u i 

never heard you speak ^4 w 

all I did not know ilati \i.u\ 1^: - 
I was not. But larrr, brbar v:.r 1 
was her lover’s ty:drr‘ifudy. I !i- 
since/* he atkled, after a paaibr, 

Then, ihrou|^h mmr qiirri 
humour of the ruiMaken kiss app*- ^rd 
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happITeV^ as if the thing had just 

Laughter was the worst thing possible for him in that 
state. He died laughing. 

“ I suppose she— Viola— didn’t’ care,”’ said Erato 
thoughtfully, when Terpsichore had finished her story. 

You forget that she had someone else to think about. 
Did you ever know a woman yet that nhought twice bv 
way of pity, about a man she did love, when she had 
3 , IH311 th.3t she did love to tliinlc sboiit? 

‘‘ N — no/’ Erato replied. 

There was a moment’s pause. “ Personally I don’t 
mind, said Clio, but— considering where we are— do 
you think that last story quite — quite judicious.? ” 
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IV 


m;eu'omi-;ni'.’s siouv : *;*i > • 

Vu nuher 'y- 

stretched hcrKeli tuitr nun^ • ■ 

cloud-room, with ■ 

comfortable, 

“ So am V said o-, 

‘‘ Wcdl, consider! tn; ba»‘a* i-r'! '-‘v 

surprised. CAipid! 

The little petulvfii trov 
and nodded Ins head in nn i\ 
gave liim. l‘hen hr ininrrhi ni a '-a- 
fragile glasses ui tir.i.u, ..\e 
except McljHmuavr. Nia h-d 
and she drank blurMi jiai ^r♦L’'w 
with a very iut! 
margin ol it. iirnar t unu! 
he just touched it s\ii!i lin* * s?.;, y... - 
by Erato's suit*, plaunr:' v. ah r. ■■ ■ - - 
said, 1 would hke Im *. > ■ 
around me, and go to t ' 

those yellow rtm*s ali«an ti. nod n ■. 

I love you, l‘'.rau»/' 

You ought lo lovr y.t 

“ I try tod* said Chipni u-rv 
work with smur ol tfoiu/' : .Jib. I 
thipki, darhtigd* I. t.i' ■ 

I will give you ihe b.iwarii4i: di.a v; 

“ Thanks awj’idlyd’ said i 
the next Mory, you kiioiv, .uul ! 
to it. Tell inr ihr ^a»a'V 4g,»m 
Sicily who— 

“ Musit! hush*** tuirrfupird It 

... 7I ■ 
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sisters hardly like that kind of story; and they say that 
me pung students at work in the colleges below us never 
II " would not care to hear about it.” 

Well, replied Cupid, with some assumption of 
imj^rtance, I was there last June week on business, 
and I bagged three hundred and forty-two brace. I’hat 
looks rather dll terent, I fancy. Every man that I hit is 
engaged. I hey write long letters to Her. They keep 
faded fluueis u Inch She wore, 'lliey arc beginning to drop 

‘ r !• a" One of tliem has made a kind 

of little shnne on his intintclpiece, in which he keeps one 
tiny while s.um slipper that She wore, and also a lart-c 
pluitograph ol Her. Unfortunately the virus--! mean the 
sweet uiliuenec — is not always permanent. Only too 
often the jiine ivc-ek of one year undoes the work of the 
prcviotts June. 1 led .sure they would like to hear the 
story alioii! the Sicilian .sheplicrd, and how he got to the 
cave, and lomui — — 


Hush! said Iwato quickly, “that’s the most 
dangerous part ot .di. We’ll .see about it though. Clio,” 
she added, raising her voice, “Cupid tells me that you 
must he a liiile mistaken alxjut those young students' he 
says that— 

“ I am Sony lo have to interrupt you," remarked Clio, 

hut I have asked Meljiomcne to tdl us a soul-moving 
story, and slie is going t« commence.” 

“ I am not going to listen to that bloodthirsty hag,” 
whispered ( .iipui to i'.rato. He kissed her and passed out 
of the rfKini. h'.r.ito was busy with the curious little silver 
bra'/icr, from which the smoke Ix'gan to ascend more 
quickly. 

Melpomene took a draught of her hlfXHi and-sclt'/.cr, 
and began in a deep .and husky voice: 


A watchman stood on a lonely tower, ItKiking eastward, 
and whistling “ Wait till the clouds roll by," shredding 
it in as a remedy against impadencc. And that watchman 
was nothing if he was not classical. 
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He pondered upon the history ol: the house, hor the 
master was away from home, having gone to a lonely 
place not marked on the maps, in m-dcr to make atone 
nient for his crime. I’en years belorc he had catui a 
veal-and-ham pic, in which, owing to the madvcitcncc of 
the cook, his eldest daughter had taken the place of the 
veakind-ham. And the cook’s aireessness had htea 
entirely due to absence of mind : he was c istraught 
because his son had just murdered Ins aunt, and the son 
had murdered the aunt becau.se _ liis iiimd was unhinged 
owing to a sudden depreciation in nitrates, which lie liad 
bought largely. And the gods had caused the nitrates 
to depreciate because one of the directors hada t sauiliccd 
anything except one thigh slice, rather l.ii, lor the last 
two years. And the director hadn I sacnlurd atutlung 
else, because he got his butcher's meat under cmiti.ut and 
the butcher had "bilked liim. And the hutchci had been 
compelled to bilk him, because the gtids liad .sent a murrain 
on all the cattle in tlic world, to intnish one pig, ili.u they 
had a spite against. This \vn.s not quite ih.e oulinary 
curse, descending front lather to son w iili the silvei spoons 
and the mortgages. It went zigzag, like a snipe. Many 
people had talsen snap'shots at it with s.uiilKts, but they 
hadn’t been able to stop it. NnlMuh knew wln-re^ th.'it 
curse was going to next; so a geiieial intciest in it 
prevailed. Teiresias had taken a long, prayer a^t h, just 
as it was hopping from the director to the cook's lamily, 
and mis.sed hatily. And now the nusier of the watch- 
man’s house— by name Ktistinkides hail fiieii a ten- 
years’ penance at it. Some thougju hc'il lilt it; others 
said it was lying low, anti would get up again in a 
minute. 

This distrcs,scd the w.atcliman. 1 ie felt uneasy. It was 
one of iltosc frisky ctirscs, with an everlasting licochet 
about it, going on like sem[Hteriial hillt.irils with a had 
cinsltion. ! fe did not think it prohahic, of course, that it 
would hit him. He was in such a very humble |)osition 
in life. But still he would have felt more comfortabk if 

8o 



THE NINE MUSES MINUS ONE 

he could have seen that curse getting to work somewhere 
else. It was not a pleasant thing to have hanging about 
the house. In the meantime he awaited the coming of 
Eustinkides. The master had ordered that at the moment 
when he appeared in sight the hot water should be turned 
into the bath. For, during the ten years’ penance in the 
place not recognized by the Adas, he had carefully 
abstained from all manner of washing, and had not so 
much as breathed the name of soap. Suddenly the watch- 
man removed his eye from the telescope, and cried: 

Listen, ye that are within the house. For on the road 
is a curious geological formation that walks, and a staff 
is stuck in a projecting portion of one of its upper strata.” 
When it came nearer, and within hearing, the watchman 
called out to it: 

“ What ho! old alluvial deposit. How’s your 

ammonites.? ” 

A deep voice answered: “I am thy master, Eustin- 
kides.” 

“ Oh! sorry! ” gasped the watchman, and disappeared 
abrupdy. Whish ! The hot water poured into the bath. 

An hour afterwards Eustinkides lay in that bath, and 
soaked. As fragrnents of other climates slowly detached 
thernselyes from him, he thought of his penance and of 
his journey home. He had stopped at Delphi and put 
himself in communication with Zeus. “ Could you tell 
me how to stop this curse, Mr. Zeus,?” he called up the 
communication tube. He waited for some little time, and 
then a hollow voice replied : 

“ One pork chop and mashed. Two in order.” At 
this Eustinkides had at first been angry; but afterwards it 
seemed to him that it might be a mystery. He thought of 
writing to Zeus to ask for a further explanation, but there 
was the difficulty about the address. He felt sure it would 
not do to write : 

. . — . Zeus, Esq., 

Up Top, R.S.O. 
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So he dried himself slowly, and went into tiic study. A.s 
he sat there, his French cook was annouiK'cd, to con.sult 
with him on the question ol. dinner. W hile lltcy were 
talking, a smell came out of the kitchen and walkeil sUnvly 
upstairs; it was a strong young .smell, but it was lazy. 
It lounged into the study, and .sat down under the King’.s 

nose. , . 1 

“Ah!” said Eustinkides, “that is very plcnsam. 

What is that you arc cooking downstair.s.' ’’ 

“ Pork chops for myself and the watchman," .said the 
cook. 

In a moment the words ot the oracle H.isIuhI aeru.ss into 
the mind of Eustinkides. “ I also nil! eat pork chop.s, 
but they must not be cut from the anini.d thereof luy 
servants eat. So go out, and catch anoilier ptg, .uul kill 
him, and chop him, and cook him. and bring me the 
result.” 

So the cook went out, and caught a hiitcher who wars 
very careless, and demanded a pig. Ami the careless 
butcher remembered that he had kilieil a pig a nioiuli tir 
two before, but he had entirely forgotten wltat he had 
done w'itli it. At last he found it in the coal cellar, and 
brought it to the cook. " It’s a hit dusty." he remarked, 
“ but that’ll all waish off." 

“ There’s something wrong w iili dial pig." said the 
cook, as he prepared dinner for luistinkides, 

“ There’s .something deuced wrtuig with these chops," 
remarked Eusunkide.s, a.s he wnrket! his way slowly 
through them. However, he fell sure that he was tiding 
the right thing, and carrying tint the coumiantis of Zeiis. 
so he did not much mind at the time. 

A quarter of an hour afterwartis he .si.»ggrrcd into a 
chemist’s. “ Give us two-penuyworih of .triy tpiick sort 
of detith, will you? ’’ he gasped faintly. 

“ Wliat are you suffering frtim? " 

“ Cursed pork," he murmured. 

That w'as precisely it. The pig from vvltieh those chops 
Iiad been taken wa.s the very pig which the gods had 
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Eustinkides was carried home to 
fulfil his destiny, tiis last words were i Apple sauce! ” 

So the front end of the curse ran into the hinder end 
and that smashed the thing up. Wherefore let us all 
reverence the name of Eustinkides, and refrain from soap 
and sin. ^ 

Melpomene fainted, and squirmed on the floor. I 
cannot say that I was surprised. They picked her up, 
and gave her a little more blood-and-seltzer, and she 
recovered gradually. 

‘‘ Tragedy does take it out of one,” she explained. 

” There isn’t any more of the story, is there.? ” asked 
Thalia. 

“ No, that’s all.” 

” Thank Zeus! ” all the sisters ejaculated fcrvcnllv, but 
in a whisper. ' 



V 


POLYMNIa’s STORY : AN UOTR <»»■ OfcATll 

Clio was toyino' with the delicate Utile gUtv. tumi whi.h 
she had been ddnking. “ Bdore wc ij.or the 
one of you might sing sumeiimig, she s.n.l 1 shall 
be glad to play the accompanmiciu oii die s.uiduii, wmui 
is a historical instrument. We lirsi hear oi ii .is lu-mi; in 
use about the latter end of llie~ _ 

“Let’s sec,” said Lratu, dtaiiuacuhiy i 

was to tell tlic next story, 1 thhik. 

“ Well, let’s have the song tir.st/' 

“ I like music at night,” said l‘.r,itii. Ai iiighi it has 
a speaking voice, amirone uitdcr.stands st hetici. Aiul it 
would be' a good introduciion to my ‘amy; !nit it mesi 
not be a drawing-room song. They ate called diawuig 
room songs hecatise they are whiMitd i:i the strai. No, 
my song mu.st be good- 1 here luustn t he .utt 

Dive mr* Ukf S'Tfrvrr* 

" 'r'in (fir StMC- Jori'Nf .IW.'Vt’* 

Ircsific lilt iiyWiU* iivrr 
Yhiti ‘r.ir jIjc W'oiaIt I nvi.c. 

I, live liir* IttVf {}!*’’ lal'lfvc-C' 

Lttvr, ihtnrgli the 

Till ii»» nifTr v,r ■il'trA- %-M m 

Ant! ihrrr*^ trw rtiMtc* lunilw. in ilte 

That sort of thing couldn't jKissihly n»akc iunlwniy Imr 
anyhotly, you know. It's rather cjiicrr," she continued 
meditatively, ” Inii one goes out at night alt alone, am! 
it’s quiet, and a lot of little stars slwnv you h(»w big the 
darkness is. You’re thinking just atiout ordinary things; 
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and without any reason there comes into your head a 
bit of one of the Nocturnes-— Chopin’s, die eleventh, 1 
think— and straightway you feci as if you’ll die unless 
you kiss somebody you’re awfully fond of. And, of 
course, being alone, you can’t. And so you get sorrowful. 
It s queer, because there’s nothing about love in all that 
-—the music, and cjuict, and darkness — to make one think 
about It; but one always doe.s — at least 1 do.” 

My dear Iiratol ” remonstrated Clio. 

Well, I do. Euterpe shall sing to us now. I don’t 
mind a song tliat can be sung in a drawing-room— it’s 
the drawing-rooin song that 1 hate, hut Eulcrpe knows 
ail about it, and she sings beautifully, and .she’s very pretty 
—and yet she’s shy.” ^ ^ ^ 

Erato was quite shamelc.ss in her favouritism. But she 
had chosen well. Euterpe was shy and quiet, but she 
loved singing. She_ smiled at Erato, and seated herself 
at a cottage piano in one corner of the cloud-room. I 
had noticed before that there was a piano. She refused 
Cho s oiler to accompany her on the sackbut, and anodier 
oiler from Ferpsicliore to accompany her on the banjo. 

quiet, but when it came to music she was firm, 
l/ie music of her soug was bcautiluh hut owing to the 
expense or printing music it is cheaper to give the words : 

Dtm’n tile road 

I itJMKnvaitl pasfi tlit* hiirryintif sliffo, 

Stupid with tlite juiuiuht weather, 
loo much I’lass and too utuch ,slcric 
ii their ^hephertl, jing ii» dire 
I'hui: Hituuucr i^ a joy to me, 

Down the ^horr rolled uaves .ui 
With the lircked Mirf yeiaeriugfu; 

I swam far out In staiiighi thvailis, 

In moving waters, ami iuul hrighu 
I, the shepherd, sing in ihee 
! love the strong life «f the sea. 

And upon the liillside grtnviug, 

Where die fat sheep draed m ^ha^;!c, 

Bright red poppies 1 found hlowing, 
l^rowsy, tall, and kiosely made, 

I, the .shepherd, sing to thee 
How fair the bright red poppies lie 
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To the red-tiled homestead bcnciiiig 
Winds the road, so white and long; 

Day and work are near their ending, 

Sleep and dreams will end my sung. 

I, the shepherd, sing to dice; 

In the dream-time answer me. 

“ Dear Euterpe/’ said Erato, “ you ruust have been 
thinking of Sicily. It brings it all back to iny niiiul, how 

he and I-~ ” Erato paused. “ Clio,” slu: said at last, 

“ I don’t want to tell the next story. Let one ol the others 
tell it. Perhaps I shan’t listen very inikh, hut you must 
forgive me. I want to lie here, and think, and think, 
with music in my head.” 

“ Perhaps Polymnia has a story to tell us,” suggested 

Clio. 

Polymnia wore a long robe of pearly grey; her lace was 
pale, and her eyes were deep and thought iul. 

“ Yes,” she said, in a low musical voice, “ 1 remember 
a story.” 

And this is the story which she remembered : 

It happened one day tliat Zeus was in a l>ad temper—- 
a thoroughly bad lemper. When this inuk place the 
whole of Olympus knew it. John (hmynuak* knew it. 
He had grown respectable and middle agetl, 1 ic^ was 
inclined to be portly, and still more inclincil to give' his 
views on anything to anybody, just at presrnt be was 
standing in his pantry, [xilishing glasses, and talkitig to tlic 
Deputy (douchcontroller. 

There’s no pleasin’ of him when he’s like that,” s;iicl 
Ganymede, shaking his bald, respectable head. " l.ast 
night he was suihin’ awful. * (Janymedr,* lie says to me, 
when I brings him his whisky last thing afore he goes to 
bed, ‘ you can pour it out for me.’ So i dut*s. ‘ Atu! you 
can put hot water in it/ i docs again. * I think a 

couple of Iurnp.s of sugar would improve it- and a little 

bit of lemon peel— don’t you, Cuinymcdc? ’ ’ Yessir, 

siittinly, sir/ I says, and puts ’em in. * Chair a little nut* 
meg on the top/ I .were surprised, o’ course, Inn I did it. 
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‘ Stick a^couplc oi: siK>onfuI.s of Maraschino into it.' Ali 

this tuiic he s lookin as ouict and «i • > i 

« « «. ...y ,mk, „„ > A:;,, " 

Veil, iIhic, says he, ‘yon -.several hlaiiks—iunv v<iii 
can run rontui, and see il yon c;iii iiud a doe tint's such 

' ‘"i «"“/"> ‘'•■‘I-....,': 

'I he Ueputy t loud controller could sviunaihizc 'Ehar 

“ One East." .said (hf Dcinity. 

“ 'I'hen make it due W’esr." 

The Dejatty hossaal, .etired, and m.adc it dtic West 
again." «>mni«ned before i^cus 

^'"i. ^.n ... 

f **'*’^^^ h fhc f Irputy, 

;‘ ’i;hen ronsider yourself disci, argetl." roared Zcu.s. 
hen consider ymr.r// a blighted i<!.ot,” replied the 
l>J{H.,y u,d,s.rce,Iy. getting ready to <iodgc a thunder- 

“ So I do." saiti Zeus, who never was very c'cnrcted 
Yrniw^sialtu'"^^ *'*'"'* “'*'’«»»« <*1^^ '<• Ik- angry with.’ 

i.. » 7"'"" 

dcspSdv'" ’■ “irf Deputy 

liS -^e Lnh '*7 "’orc than their 

are \\o,th. And the females won’t stand his 

8? 



MORE STORIES BY BARRY I'AIN 

language. I must sene! someone, or i Nhali gr! unu ii.agfu 

in real earnest.” , . , , . 

“ Well, pussc)nally/’ said (daityiviedc. " i N:-inu nr v.rv 

glad to oblige you, but leave tins cic^gi.r^s aiM ;o.i!c g 
can’t. Now, there’s the Clerk uw i it- 

pretty tough. Why don t you :»riu! ^ 

“ So I would,” said tlie Dejniiy. nui lows av. jv 

his holiday.” , , t 

‘'Then there’s the Harih-ehihk^ Miggc-acd iran\iHriic, 

looking a little asliained ol him el t. ^ ^ ^ 

No one quite knew how th- lurui-iluid h^yi M,aiir 
among the gods, ilhcrc nutst i- ve been tynnti*ikc '.uiue 
where; it was pretty generally kur^wn that B-r v. ui ii4\r 
been born in Arcadia^ 'iTicrc w-as someiiung o: a •..andai 
about it, too. Ihit there she grtiCKto) j... .u, ri .Oiil 
liked, and liappy enough ainuug tlir gro -. 

“ Yes, therc's'thc Kanlv-cluhk” s.udi d-.c Nroniv, ,.vd hr 
too looked a little asliainea C hiui-d, i ,.r\ n-'d.rd 
together a little wlhle longer, aiui liu-n tear hope* -.r!-! 
away, sufTering batlly iroin oeastien.'e, 

A few ininulcs alierwurils t!a* ioiierie.ta! v. -d irjr 
lessly into the hall where ZrU'* ua.. '-r.:;?-.!. :..n! 

red hair, and an iindltgem, I'aue She d 

affectionate, and twelve years old, and not aiiani tn 
anything. 

I heard you wanted to hv anga;* vviir. ivur. /rrr* 

said the child. 

Zeus looked at her griruly. ” I ndl preki 
rather bigger.” 

Why do you want to be a* iry t!.e C od. a-di.r*!. 
‘‘Because .Fvc done cvejvtianjg and m-.-.a .-.hnn'.i 

everything, and Fm ijuitc sick ot cvriyihn'-p” 

“ Music r ” suggested dir i'hild. 

” Sick of it! 

“ I/)VC? 

“ Everything- ■everything, f re!! yon,” said ZrM\ ba'U’U, 
” Vm tircil of rating, drinking, loving, hanrg. Alrrumg, 
walking, talkinin killi«g™€vrrvi,hing:d‘ 
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“ I’m sorry lor you, Zeus,” .said llic UiiUl, wiili .i si^ii. 
'■ (.'ouldn’t you ilic,* ” she .suggested alici w.trds, scrittusly. 

Zeus frowned. “ No, no- not th.il," he said. ’Hierc 

wa.s a inoinciu’.s pause. Zeus was ihuiiiiitg; and. as he 
diought, his lace grew very ugly, lie w.i.s itiiuioit.i!, hut 
to a certain e.xteiit Iti.s iininoi t.ihty was coiKlitioned. i ic 
might die at any niouient he thtjse, and leni.im tlead htr 
an lionr. It at the end id that hiutr ansoiie Wituhl put lu.s 
lip.s on the lips ol Z<-us, aitil ih.iw in ids hre.ith, thru 
Zeus would eonie h.uk to life, and he tiiat so ili«'w in his 
breath would die. Hut it no one ilu! tli.it, ihm Zeus 
him.scli Would hs- de.id lor ever. Zeus h.nl tii vei i.-niiueil 
on the ex[)eiiiueiii ; lie knew that no one lovi-d him 
enough. Mnt Ik- might pl.iy on the simpluity of the 
chiki. Aiui i.ike her lite:* .No. he lonld not tio iliat. 
liiu he would ask her. 

*’ I'.arth ehdd,’ lie s.iiil, ” will you iki something for 
me? 

“ Ye.s, Zeus anyildng that will make you happy 
again.” 

It was hiJiiihly tempting, Siifnik! he try this one 
thing of w'hieh he knew nothing, of wldvlt he u.is iHit 
tired Yes, he must. 

“ I am giiiiig to sleep." he said mpitlly. ■' 1 will turn 
this htsurgl.tss hcie, and when the last ’gr,iin td s,md is 
running <nit, y<.u must pm youi lips m mine and th.iw in 
ytnir breath. Then 1 shall wake np again, and he happy." 

The chili! ■ ! tmi at him with wondei titg. eyes, *' 1 v.di 
do it," .she s.iid, 

A niimitc .ifterwaids Zeus was lying drail, .iml the chihl 
was watching him. .ind m tlic hoitr glass tlie sanii was 
running out skiwly. Time passed, .nu! the ihilil, as she 
watched, saw tliat Itis hue was changing t|ueri!y. It was 
not tpiitc like the face of one who slept. Sitikleidy she 
crept KJ his side, atul put one htiiul t ver his heart. It 
was motionless. " Zeus! " she called, in a knul whisjwr. 
He tlid not atiswcr, and she knew ihcti tlwt he was 
dead. 
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“ But shall I wake i'lun- 
running sand. 

As the last grain.s ran v:< 
what he had sai<l. I h- -a* 
horror died slowly uul ol ; 
prone on the face w ' 

Zeus hardly tlu'Higat «'t a-;- 
said to (huiyrnedr, ndaM ^ 

rnede went |)alc lo the hpNTt*n: . 
in his arms, and e.irricd^ i.ei ‘ ■ 
sent herd' he siglini tia* 

would have gone tnysciU I 

“ 1 wish you h-^dd' ’^aau^ n '• 
together are riot wohIj hrr. 

Zeus had forgotten hvu Uc 
dungs he liad knowti in Vi,n .»■ 
die againd‘ he -aid mnav:;;; 

could tu'it sliT'ja 

The wcarhah naew'' ^ ,a^' 
who had drawn a eifr!a:n. .o » 
Yes, hut rrani.a" mu;'/-.: 
it was \vrong. Inn, unoe intone 



VI 


c;ali4ope\s stukv : the laht straw 

If .Lutcrpc liatl happened to liave been bnrn a proiuiun, 

she woultl iKit !uivc been tlcniou.strative «r personal. She 
would liave been sclf-pus.sc.s.sivc. With all her shyness, 
she hud hersell perlectly in luind. She always was a little 
in love with .siinieliody, hut that was a secret she never 
told hersell. Scaue gentle reason guided till that .she did. 
And now for some little lime she Itad been watching 
Erato, who w.is stretched in her favourite tittitude on the 
door of the cloinUh.nnbcr. 

Now Erato had not even pretended to pay the .slightest 
attention to I'olyinnia s story. She wsis ihinkitig — anti 
thinking. She thonghl easiest when site was lying on 
her hack. Her h.intls were cl.tsped hehind her head, atul 
she lookctl ttpwards with wide dpencti eyes. You never 
.saw such eyes. 'I'hey told one half the story, how — with 
till her waywardness anti petulance and laughter-- love 
was the lilc oi iter. .•\nd now, a.s site lay tircaming, it 
.seemed that it wets ntant in Sicily, ant! the flocks were 
.sleeping; and he rcstctl in the shatic he, the shepherd-— 
singing. Anti now. again, the niMin hatl passed and the 
night had fallen; in tiic tiint cavern the ;iir w.ts fragrant 
and cool; one heartl no ftKUstciw on the tliin w'hiie santJ; 
she said nothing to him, nor he to her, for ;ill was sait! 
and sleep was near; only for a little while they listened, 
and heard the great sea singing its song eternal. And it 
all was over and gone. For the gods are dead, and the 
steam-roller goes .about the streets; and wc arc all cither 
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brutes or prigs, ;uid 

more lovemwking. I ^ ^ \ . 

hi^iily civilized- um mv d%u v.r ^ i '* , ^ 

and ommlniHcs. ami urn \ ' \* 

poor child, did m. a Tala’- ‘ ; ’ Vj 

and the service oi ir* A.a-a n ^ 

then, that some MU'h^in »i- ^ 

would captmc hn a% i .ai pn.’- i ^ 

had been happciiin;: »- p ’ ' 

whicli Euterpe had amp. tu. . .>■-■ , ■' * ..>■• 

now thrilling her \uih ■■ * ' ^ ^ 

saddening her as she t * t n.r^ ,■:■ ^ 

epoch of the hnuc and - p’ p, , 

watch, as Kutcipr was c. j. , ' ^ '' " '. 

all dk away tiom th*»’>r i , . ■ ” '■ ^"'" '" :■' ■ p' 

and suddenly c1m.''C% .md ir.'* 

and the hurried !ur,;f!ntp>t 

Euterf^e was no? dent. a,/o ■ ■ * ^ ’ ' * **’ 

to iicr credit iiiaf ’W.r Iv! ‘ ‘ 

cushions hy Ei.n»^’. o - o *.t -a j 

her* Site only da! »■;' ?o.u^ ^1 t -»*■’ p^'* w<* ! > ,/• Oi ! 
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Clio, Clio,” said j'iutcrpc quickly, “ can’t you see ihat 
Eiato is ill? .1 Iciise on quickly, atui let t aliiupc leil 
her story. Wlicn that is iinished, Itratu wall be all nnht 
again. She lias been worrying hcrscii.” 

It sya.s iiot oltcn lluii i'.uteipe .said so much, anti 
authoiilatic ciy. IIci eyes were bright: almost there were 
tears in ihem. 

“1 should he glad to recite to you," said Calliope, 

.1 poem in ihiit) live i.iiuos, with two thruisand stair/.as 
to tile canm, lieroic melie, ela.ssicai subject 

Su i\el .iv iitiu and no esc.ipcment," Tli.di.i \sent on, 
tiiuler her breath. 

I .im .di.iul, sail! Cdio, " that uc shall not have time 
for all that, imuli as we should like to." 

(di, (juiie so," .iilded Terpsii luue, a lillle maliciously. 

^ 11 you v.ould read us die wiiopsis now." suggested 

“ t )i i!ie inde-c," s.iicl 'I'halia. 

“ t)r even die atKertisements at the end,” Terpsichore 
proposed. ‘ 

“I wiin-eaii you no poem whatever," said Calliope 
severely. *' Yuk arc run not yet ripe far it." 

„ veiy mule, siglu'd I Italia to ’i'crpsichorc. 

I \cill leli pin iiiste.td a pcrlecily true story, tiuiic 
unadorned am! iiol at all epic. \\ hen yon get a little 
riper, I will uvid joii one of niy own {toems, but not 
yon have to pnt up with the following 

litis is the diivrl uliiili they liati to pin iijt w'ith : 

I here was once ,i man, .m Atiifiiian. who was the 
oppisite of all that he u.mied to be. The gods h.ul made 
him for a joke, ami a very giKid joke he was; but ;is a 
man he was a failure. 

Tlo .start with, he desired to have a pcrlni hotly jiikI 
then to desftise it. I Ic wanted to be Ircatidful, and .strong, 
and think nothing of it. Yet he thought a gmul tleal of 
the bent pmc of ugliness which was the nearest Itc could 
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things to hinn conicniptiious, heart-broken \un\h, 'i'hcre 
was no iiopc ol conecaimentj no pretty slot} that iic oaiUl 
tell, it had all been seen and krunvio in his dreams 
that night he had l)ccn through tlic whole scene again, 
but his own part liad been alleretf. In his ilrcvun lie had 

been equal to the occasion -taken the phmge, resaicd the 

girl, ainl i)ccti welcomed with praise and honour, and he 
had walked l>ack tlioHigh the streets of Atlicns Jecling 
more happy than a god. Suddenly he awoke and recalled 
the facts, 'ilie girl whom he had loved wnis dead— dcati 
through his own unvardicc. It w.is such loathly cowardice 
that he shudtl<*re<i to tihnk of it. All men would liate 
him, and }<t theii hatred would he tacdnng to lus invn 
hatretl lor himsdl. h.\cr\ tiajuglu was a touiue, a ktufe 
tliai went into Ins luvut and Imtin, hcively and with 
regular heat, stahhmg and stablnnip 

lie sprang ttom lus txal, ami tlressed Iiimsdf luirricdly. 
'riic house scemcii to hitu to l)e stiangcly (juict. He called 

-‘-in a parched, husky voice- “and no one answered. All 

had Idt bun: the very slaves hail run away from such 
a master, and he was alone. Ko <au% he thougla, w'ould 
come near him now. He inid served as a laugliing stock 
for his iriends : he was mnv too tlcspii'ahlc to hv. laughed 
at. If ytni wish t!tc s'illain ot your drama to be Inssccl 
as villain was never lusset! before., make him dining the 
first two acts the knv roinedian of the piece. 

lire man was trembling and slmdtlering. lie made a 
small fire, ami crouched down liy it. Ah, if hr only had 
it to do again! A nnllion deaths were beiier than such 
torture as this, An impulse- irrcsisriblc almost came 
over him to siniek aloml and to tear with his Ininds at 
something, (amid hr he going mad" 'fhe ilumght 
horrilkal him. He feictird wine, ami drank if, ant! tried 
to calm himself, crouching down !iy the fire again. 
Suddenly hr heard fooiiieps, am! presently one of his 
old companions*- -and ihie worst man in Albeits--' stood 
before liim. 

“ You cur ! ** said his old conipankm, 
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“ Leave me alone! gasped the crouching figure. 
“ Leave me alone, or I will kill you.’' 

“ You know that you dare not touch me.” 

The coward knew it. It was true. 'Ihe long knife 
which he had grasped lell from his fingers. “ Leave me ” 
he cried again piteously; “ you can say noilung of me 
which I have not said of myself. You cannot hate me 
as I hate myself. Leave me! leave me! ” 

Then, witli a gesture of disgust and contcnijit, tlic worst 
man in Athens left him. And now tlie sirengtli of the 
wine mastered the coward, and lie slept. Tlris time dream 
followed dream, and every dream was cruel, it was late 
in the evening when he awoke. I'lic only light in the 
room was that wliich came from the dying embers of the 
fire. By that liglit he saw' to lus h.orror die figure of a 
child standing tlicrc — a wliiicdaceil ihild, wntli awe in 
her eyes— the younger sister of the girl wliosc death his 
cowardice find causctl. 

“ I have a message for you,” site said. ” As I slept 
this afternoon she came to nit,\ and l)atJc me tell you that 
she knows all about it, and that )ou could not help it; 
the gods made you so; for the gods arc strong, and it is 
fitting that we sliould be very patient.” 

The crouching coward said noilung. 

Then the child came tiuickly to him and kissed his 
ugly face. ” 1 am very sorry, very sorry for you,” she 
whispered gently; and then slie crept gently away. 

The coward burst into tears, and, grasping the long 
knife once more, staggered into an inner chamber, and 
drew the curtain behind him. The ehiUrs kiss was the 
thing that had just turnci! the !>alanct‘. I'rom the inner 
chamber there was the scmiid of one w’no fell heavily, 
and then all was still™ very still indeed. 

The worst of makirig that sort,” Zeus remarked with 
a jerk of his thumb in the direction of that inner chamber, 
is tliat they so seldom last, iiui they are certainly 
funny. Personally, I shaidt sleep for laughing to- night.'’ 
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“ Would you mind,” said Euterpe quietly, “ drawing 
hack that curtain from the front of the room? A few 
minutes ago Erato fainted, and I can’t bring her round 
laain. I think the cool night air mignt revive her. 

^Terpsichore drew back the curtain, grumbling to her- 
self. “ Just like her— we shall have the whole place 
turned into a regular hospital again, I expect.” 
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VII 


Thalia’s story : the camel who kever tun started 

Erato soon recovered coiisciousnessj allliiniL;h she ditl not 
regain the spirit which she had shown at the ccamucncc 
meat of the evening. She leaned, wluie and listless, on 
a pile of cushions. (aipid hail bnaight her water to 
drink; and now lie waited^ seated ott the iioor, his knees 
drawn tip to his chin and his haiuls claspc’d over them, 
gazing lovingly and satlly at his dear hratu, in' tiinvnward 
in sheer dejection at the nKtsaic, luiteipe, at hirato's 
request, Jiad gone to tiic j)iano. hVir mhiu’ time she sat 
playing nothing in particular with great feeling aiul much 
expression; but site went songwards in the Vntl, as she 
always did. As far as 1 can remernher the words, cliey 
were sometliing like litis- -it is calletl " Malcontent 

At Soiju'rsct UiHise in ilu* tMunukk imur, arul lu tlw imt of the 
Stratid, 

'The kind polkvin.in n> tin* sky wifli 4 |nor uf ui Ins luuul, 

Aiul the pk;eons all o>jnr liuttnitiH thavn, ire 4 it".r fhry unareJanik 
Weniltl iluiit I iJiiyjIa 4 |ngrim lir, 
h‘r>r rwuie unr vm ranh fi* r.ur Cnr iiiff 
Hcigli-lttd 

And uiini they ve had t'ni»nt,;h rd ouinhs f!?ri Lint and dv auay, 
UjHvurd atul onward daon^tih ihr sin«»kr, and ihry %rt ifir t'»y Ttrw 
Like a rotten pfaHi that h wdh lltei m a^nllttiji Hitiiriwis tlav. 

Had I but win^D ^ w«*ld lly alar, 

Whitr no ritiri are. 

I'lfigli liril 

But thf \v;iircf Briiim ili** Bill „{ f^ir ami jiircarf, it in fr.tiii of me, 
Ami pie ai (mr .iiiiI Brnr’* ilw; firtt lliiiig that 1 wCi 

lioajtmc: wli.it ilic rffett <if ilii» on my young »rm| nm« Iw, 

Almost 1 would th«i 1 had died, 

And were under the cruM widi my fm wimde! 

Waly! Waly! Wafyl 
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^ These verses,” said Euterpe in apology, “ were written 
man in London, who waa forced to U,c m 
n butiould lave preferred to have driven tire cowa 
and to have made wreaths of buttercups to 

'L in Ms beautiful hair.” 

Had he beautiful hair? ” asked Erato softly, 
r. N-no; that was the difficulty,” answer^ Euterpe 
Then she came and sat by Erato again, blushing^ at 
, ing spoken so much. And Erato made a good deal 

( her, as she always did. ^ 

“ I am quite well again now, Euterpe, she said. 
“Ah!” sighed Euterpe, “but this happens every 

tit 

Every night you swoon away, added Cupid. 

“ But I am quite well now, and I will never be ill any 


“ Then,” said Clio, “ perhaps you, would tcU us your 
fy now. Love stories suit the small hours.” 

® I am afraid Clio had wanted to hear that story all the 
•rtie. But she was the incarnation of outward propriety, 
had struggled against her wishes. And now it was 
who was unwilling. 

“ I can’t,” she said in a low voice. I could nave done 
It before— earlier in the night— but now it reminds me of 

too many things.” . -n i 

“Then,” said Clio rather snappishly, ‘'I will ask 

Thalia.” 

Thalia had a good-humoured smile, and a very pleasant 
■voice, but her story was nothing more than the following: 

There was once a camel who had got sick of the 
menagerie business. And this was pardonable, because 
the menagerie had now been on tour for six weeks, and 
the trombone in the band had been out of tune all the 
time. There were other things that made the camel 
weary, The untamed tigress had a bad cough, and kept 
him awake at night. The showman had called him the 
ship of the desert at each performance, and he wanted to 

99 



MORE STORIES BY BARRY PAIN 

be called something else for a change. On one occasion 
he had been lying in motionless dignity, and a little boy 
in a tight suit had asked if he was stuiied. lie had been 
kicked by his keeper, ridden by childicn, staivcd by the 
manager, and jested upon by young men witli penny 
vvho sucked intermittent oiangcs and Ctdlcd one 
another Chollie. He was sick oi the menagerie business, 
and he wanted to get out oi it. So he made himself 
disagreeable. As he was passing the band-sitind one 
night, he reached out his great neck and ate the tiom- 
bone part to “ Nancy Lee.” I'his made him want to be 
a sailor and sing “ heave-ho ” during the rest of the term 
of his natural life. But where was the sea ? 1 Ic d got 

no sea. He hadn’t an notion, as people say. So he gave 
up his mind to being disagreeable again. He knocked 
down a beautiful child with golden hair, and iroil <jn her, 
so that she died; and the management had u> .send her 
parents a gratis admission before they’d stop grumbling. 
Then the camel took up his position in front ol the lum’s 
den, and said sarcastic things to tlie lioness. I'liis enraged 
her; and not being able to rcacit tiic camel, sire .ite a 
portion of the lion-lamer, to .sliow lier spirit. I'inally he 
walked up to one of the clepiiants who Inul a dummy 
tusk, and did a little comic dentist husiiu‘.ss, in.somuch that 
the audience jeered at the sliowman, and tlie .sliowman 
said several things which were noi set down in the printed 
guide to tlie show. 1 hat night tlic camel kicked his 
keeper, out of reciprocity, and tlien talked very higli talk 
indeed in the still midnight hours to a hyena who had seen 
the world. 

“ I am going away,” the camel said, with a patlieiic 
gasp which wa.s the nearest lie could do to a sigii. *‘ My 
soul is being .stifled— t]uitc stifled — in this place.” 

“ That’s the bread,” said die hyena dccitlcdly. “ We 
get nothing but bread.” 

“It’s not the bread," snapped the c.nmcL ” It’s the 
smell, and the low social status of the audience. I am 
going to seek peace and culture in another clime. I am 
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not hi^ippy here; tliere can be no true hapj)incss in a tent 
which smells of thirty- four distinct specieSj and penny 
cigars on the top of them. 

Well, I hope you’ll find them— the peace and culture. 
Fm not much on pilgrimages myself, but I believe the 
first tlnng to do is to get started. Start away/' 

1 will,” said the camel. So he wandered sknvly out 
of the tent, and was fetched quickly back again, and 
tied u[), and treated witli ignominy. He tried it again 
on the rolh)\\ang night, and was kicked till he was more 
grieved than he could ex|)rcss. He tried it a third time, 
and then the menagerie management sold liim to a 
circus. 

Now, at tlic circus, iltc camel was at first exceedingly 
proud, hecause he walked in tltc procession, and cab-horscs 
shied at him; but afterward.s he grew very lonely, for 
want of other wild l)easts with whom lie might converse. 
But at last the circus people Ixnight an ostrich that was 
very cheap because it had consumption, and the earners 
heart was liglttencd. Now the ostrich was a great 
romancer, and told stories of passion and I)ulbuls, of 
rivers and (k*sens. And the camel listened to all these 
stories with glowing eyes. 

1 onc(%” he sai<i confidingly, “ was going to start on 
a pilgrimage to find culture, but I was prevented. And 
after all it would surely be better to return to my old home 
in the desert and taste the sweets of <lomcsticiiy.” Now 
the camel had Iren lwa*n in the menagerie, and knew 
nouglu of the desert, hut tic was notlnng if he was not a 
talker. 

I shall lie under the palm*trccs, and crop the cocoa- 
nuts; plunge into the hot white sands for air and exercise; 
and 1 shall take a wife, and she shall build herself a nest, 
and sic in it, anti lay eggs in it/* 

My dear sir! ” said the ostrich with a Idusln 
And then my family will gather rcnind ntc in the 
winter evenings, and we shall play round pmes, and go 
to bed carly,^jincl regularly tnpy owrsehes. 
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“ When do you start on your pilgrnnage in search 
domesticity? ” 

“ I shall start, wind and weather permitting, to-morro'' 
at one p.m.” 

But he did not start then, because he ate of circU-^ 
bread, which was so exceedingly diseased that he fe' 
on a bed of sickness. And the circus company saw that 
he would die, and advertised him for sale very cheap* 
And he was bought by an ardent young curate who had 
an enthusiastic but indistinct idea that the poor beast might 
be utilized to illustrate a lecture on the Holy Land. 

Now die curate was a very humane man, and lodged 
the camel meanwhile at a livery stable. And while he wa-*» 
writing a sermon against all manner of pride, that nigh* 
a message came to him from the livery stable to say th;«t 
the camel had very bad spasms, and had kicked a larger 
hole in the ostler. The curate, from force of habit, sent 
the poor quadruped a pound of tea, a bottle of port, ant* 
a tract called, “ Mother’s Mangle; or. Have you a Penny 
for the Ticket? ” The ostler drank the port, and thr' 
camel ate the tea. So much tea made him very nervous, 
and out of compassion they put a cat in the stable t*> 
keep him company. 

“ Pleased to meet you,” said the cat. “ Will you' siiip, 
something? ” The cat knew perfectly well, of course, 
that camels cannot sing; it wanted to make the animat 
return the polite inquiry, and so get a chance of letting otl 
an erotic song which it had learned in the stables. But 
the camel was not such a fool as that. 

“ I dislike music,” he said. “ I went in search < »i 
culture, and never got started. I also went in search 
domesticity, and never got started. I am now going oil 
a third pilgrimage — ^but it will not be in search of music.”" 

“ Do you like milk? ’’ said the cat rather inconsequent! y. 

“ No,” said the camel. 

“ Do you like being scratched under the left ear? ” 

“ No,” said the camel. 

“ Can you catch mice and kill them slowly?” 
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‘'Look here/’ said the camel, now jusdy irritated, 
“ you’re not the Catechism, and you’re not the Census; 
what’s the point of all these questions? ” 

“ I was going,” replied the cat, rather aggrieved, '' to 
suggest some object for your pilgrimage, and I wished to 
see what you liked.” 

“ Well, if that’s all,” said the camel, “ Eve quite made 
up my mind. I am going to search for death. I shall 
start, if the tide serves, at six a.ni. to-morrow morning.” 

But he didn’t, because he died that night. And as he 
arrived widiout ever starting, it has been argued by some 
that he must have been a genius. If he had stuck half- 
way without ever arriving, he would have been only a 
camel of considerable talent. 

But these things may be otherwise. Things generally 
are. 

“Has that story got an inner meaning?” asked 
Terpsichore. 

“ Yes,” said Thalia. 

“ What is it? ” 

“ Don’t know,” said Thalia. 

“ If you do know, you ought to say,” remarked Clio. 

“ I do not think the story is quite — quite — well, you 
know.” 

“ No, I don’t,” said Thalia. 

“Nor do I,” said Terpsichore. 

They were just going to quarrel a little more, when 
Euterpe exclaimed: “ Look, Erato, the dawn is breaking; 
it is already a little lighter in the East.” She added 
gendy, after a pause, “ Don’t you think you had better 
go to bed now, Cupid.? ” 

“ No, no,” said Cupid, “I want to stay with my 
darling Erato. I love you, too, Euterpe, but I love Erato 
more than anything else in the whole world.” 

“ Then come and kiss me — again, and again,” said 
■■Erato.''V 
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YeSj said Clio, “ it will soon be morning. There willt 
be time only for one more story. Urania shall tell it to 
us. Do you not think that you had better go and 
now, Erato ? You look so tired.” 

I am tired,” answered Erato, “ but it is not the tii'ccl-" 
ness that wants sleep. And I should like to hear 
story. She was very pale; dark shadows lay under her 
burning eyes; her face seemed spiritualized. Her ways 
and her voice were subdued and gentle now. The bright- 
ness and vivacity were gone. Sometimes she would look 
lovingly up into Euterpe’s eyes, or touch caressingly 
Ci^id s curly hair. For the most part she lay motionless, 

and seemed to be looking fixedly at something some 

vision unseen by her sisters. 

But Cupid never ceased to look earnestly at her, with 
trouble on his pretty, boyish face. And all of them felt the 
strange nervous tension of those who have watched far into 
the night; an excited tremor came over them, bringing with 
It flashing, vivid imaginings. There was a pause, a silence 
mat was like a prayer to the dawning light. Then 
Terpsichore arose, with no merriment, .as of old, upon her 
face, but^a look of eager penitence. And she knelt down 
y Erato s side, and whispered— so softly that only Erato 
might hear it : ‘‘ Forgive me, Erato, forgive me ! I did 
not love you once as well as I love you now. I was half 
jealous because you seemed to like Euterpe better than you 
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liked me, and because you were so beautiful. But I do 
love you now — I love you more than I can say. Oh, 

forrive me, Erato ! - 

Erato kissed her on die lips, and Terpsichore went back 
to her place, crying a litde, for no particular r^son, and 
hoping that no one noticed it, after the manner of maidens. 

Suddenly Urania spoke, with a deep thrill in her voice. 
This was her story : 

There was once a man who was very careful. He 
saluted the sun, spoiled a good floor by making libations, 
sacrificed freely, and learned by heart what enabled him to 
remember the distinction between the dies fastus and the 
dies nefastus. In fact, he did all that could be done. And 
his number in the books was number one hundred and 

three. ^ _ 

Now, at the end of the quarter, Zeus & Co. were going 

through their books. It was wearying work and dry work. 
Ganymede was in and out of the office all day with liquors, 
and Mercury had been run off his legs with messages to the 
different departments. The clerk was reading out the 
items in a dreary monotone. 

“ Number one hundred and one. Dead. Cholera. 

“ That was a capital cholera,” murmured Co., “ and 
did its work well. Go on, clerk.’ .... 

Used to live in Euboea. Killed to spite his sister, 

because she ” 

“ That’ll do,” said Zeus hurriedly; I remember that 
case — a stupid woman, a very stupid woman but pretty. 

Next, please.” . 

“Number one hundred and two. Philosopher still 

living because he wants to die.” ^ 

“ Say ‘ usual formula ’ when we come to that. Its no 
good wasting time. Has number one hundred and two got 
anything unpleasant the matter with him? 

“ No, sir.” 

“Ah’ then — let me see — ^we’ll give him a couple of 
ulcers. Mercury, just look in at the Punishment Depart- 
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ment, and order a couple of large ulcers to be sent; to 
number one hundred ancl two, and look sharp back. Next, 
please,” 

Number one hundred and three. Living and prosper- 
ous. Regular in his righteousness. lYirthcr details at the 
Virtue Record Department.” 

“ We ought to give that man some otlier reward,” said 
Zeus, who sometimes suilered from a slight twinge of 
jusdee in damp weather. 

Tm not so sure of that,” said Co., who was very 
healthy, and never got a touch of justice in any weather. 
“ I hate a man who does everything right. It’s so 
infernally hypocritical. Besides, it sliows a Ciiinniercial 
mind. He only does it in order to get sometlung by it. 
I hate a commercial mind. I’ll guarantee lie doesn’t do it 
out of affection for us.” 

Zeus sniggered. “ Well, well,” he said, affection, 
you know, affection-— — ” But Iicre he was inter riij)ted by 
the arrival of Mercury. 

“ Just look in at the Virtue Record,” said Co., ** and 
bring the detailed list for number one hundred and 
three.” 

Mercury was back again in a minute. “ The Virtue 
Record office is shut, sir, nobotly ever virtuous after lunch, 
sir — shuts at one, sir. The clerk’s gone liome and taken 
the keys.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Co., “ it doesn’t matter. The man is 
bviously a hypocrite, and he’s got no busiiu'ss to try and 
lake bargains with us. 1 don’t mind it so much myself, 
Jeus, but it 2 V such an insult to your dignity.” 

“ Do you think so.? ” said Zeus quickiy. ” ITicn lie 
shall repent it. I’ll teach him to call Mbf a pettifogging 
huckster. I’ll teach him to try to bribe ME. Ell give 
him a lesson. Pass me those ilunulcaNdts. Ell scorch, 
and blight, and blast—” 

Gently, gently,” said Co, “ We may just as well try 
and get a little fun out of it. WT’ll see who can torture 
best — killing barred. You shall go first” 
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So Zeus, who had ol iuive hul veiy iiiilc :,Lui, 

went to work in die oh! lasluoned way. lie kdkd ih>- 
man’s rehiiions, burned down Ins house, destiuyed In. 
crops, wrecked his slnps, reduced Ima u* |Hneii), .tiul 
afflicted him with the int»M distresMiiy; disease that the 
Punishment Depariinent had in slock. Ami yet t!ie iii.iU 
continued eheerlul, sayinp, dial tiie gods weie jusi and 
would yet send liim pjusiierity. 

“ Oh, tins is sickening,” said Zeus; ! ean’i do any 
thing with him. Now, (,o., you iiy . 

“ Vuu've not Icil me much to utak on, ‘ ■•aid C o,; 
"you’ve taken away .il! the m.ui li.e., eviepi im. i'.iity vui 
and Ins heliel m ns. I will give him ••omrilmn; .i htflc 
aceiilent lever eerelu.d disoidrr. .'stcr then in* ktlls 
his ehild- you nli.serve: llie child wlmin he loves imue 
tlian him.st'll. I lieu I lestore limi to his senses again. 
Pretty, i.sn’i it.? ” 

“ Yv's," said Z.eiis, a little sulkiiy, ' you vc won, Caa, 
What iiKule you think ot tlial.? 

“ 1 don’t knoss ," saitl t ai. inodestiy. " If w.is Hist 
an idea. Me eoulti not lie toruireti .my ssoise diaii 
that? ” 

“ Oil, 1 don’t think so," ohie. ted Zeus. " You irf me 
try again," Numher one luindtetl and tliier Mill l.iy 
moaning cm tlie lioor ol the room. 

“ You can try, ol eour-sc,” s.(id Oo. 

Zeus Mill stuck to the old lashuuird {ilan ol punishing by 
deprivation. ’I hcrc was only one thing left to take asv.iy™ 
the man’s belicC in the gods. So he took lli.it. 

.Suddenly numher one hundred ami thirr aiose, Thrie 
was a eliill smile on his l.iec, and he walkril out into the 
courtyani, ami h«>keil at the rising siiii. " I was 
mi.staken,’’ he suiil. " 'Micrc arc no gmls. Ail is as u 
clwnce.s. Ooml is eiumcc and b.id is elwiue. Nothing 
mutters any more. 1 wouhl die it 1 ihtnight anything 
matterctl, 'Fhcrc arc no tnnrc values. It is the mhtm' 
thing wliecher I murder my son, who is dearer tk‘“ 
to me, or w-hctlier I give alms, or * ***• 
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fast. I shall never be sorry or hai^py any nicnc. Sorrow 
and happiness arc vain and loolisli. 

So he went back to his lioiise again, and waslicd ins 
hands calmly, and broke his fast. 

“ Well, I never! ” said Zeus. 

“Ah!” said Co., “you must learn ibc new ways. 

You’re behind the times.” ^ 

“Very well,” retorted Zeus snappishiy; yiiu nctuiH 
say it so loudly. 1 dond want all Olympus to know that; 

“ The dawn is here! 

It was Terpsichore who spoke. Stic liad drawn back the 
curtain that formed tlic fnmt ol tiu‘ duud. Below them 
lay the flat fen country, wiili dykes, and wasU' [tLa rs, atui 
gaunt lonely trees, llie sunrise as beam il id as a laii 
dream, sprigs ol: light sna|)ping eai the smiave ul ilie imushy 
pools and slow streams, where the eoul dawn wind shook 
the water’s surface. 

“ And now 1 will go to my resiT said i/lio, 

“ And I,” said the otlrers. “ And ! mo,” t hilx Inato 
strove to rise and could not, anti fell b.iek, lire.utnng 
quickly, 

“ I have grown weak,” she said, and her \mw’ v. as low, 
so that it could hardly Ik* iiearil ”1 will ‘i.r, lu*n\ and 
rest here, in the warm liglu ol lire sun : I am tohi, 
strangely cold,” 

liuterpe and C^aipit! stapal wath Iwaiti. 1 in* rest all 
went into an inner room, iar withm the ut nd. i nch as 
she passed .Erato had some gent It* utad ti* *.ay n> her. 
They had hidden (.aipid come wuh tluan; hr had tepned 
with an angry look and a shake o| the head, it«a nuamg 
himself to wonls. 

wSo these three were left: alone in die i kfud i hamher. 
Erato strctclied <nit her link hands to the son, am! uati het! 
the light come flickering over them. C'npui had diawn a 
little apart; still watching her. Ai last her eves i'losnh 
“ Euterpe,” she whtspereih ** sing to im '-ing, the list 
song, f arn drowsy, and W’oiild sleep iiowd* Si h.iiierpi^ 
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went to the piano. She did not sing very well, for some- 
thing seemed to be wrong with her voice — a kind of 
huskiness : 


All’s over: fall asleep. 

'i'lierc is no more to say, 

Tlierc are no more tears to shed, and no more longings dead, 

And the watch ends with tlic day. 

Wherefore wish or weep? 

(;losc your eyes, and fall asleep; 

And happy arc the dead wlio sleep nvt-ay. 

In the fair snnliglu lie; 

And let your sad thoughts stray 
Ihrough the golden gleams of the gate of dreams 
Ac the breaking of the day. 

Wherefore wish or weep? 

Close your eyes, and fall aslccir; 

And hap|)y-'— 

Suddenly Iuitcr|)c sti)p|)ed, dnd for a nioincnt there was 
an awful silence iu tlic rooni* Ihcn putting restraint 
aside, she burst into sobs, weeping as if her heart were 
broken, and Hung herself down by Erato's side* 

Dead? Erato, luy darling! ’’ 

Ancl Erato did not move or speak; her face w'as very 
heautihil as the sunlight jx*ll upon it. There was no sound 
in the room Inn: tlic passionate sobbing of Euterpe. 

Cnipid had risen, i lis face, for all its boyishness, was 
firm, unmoved; only a little drop of blood was on his lip 
where he Iiad l>itten it; through. He looked once at his 
dead h:rato; then walked to the front of the cloud-chamber, 
and stared vacantly outwards. It seemed to him that rings 
of iron were growing tighter round his chest, an<l stopping 
his breath. A humming sound was in his cars. He did 
not quite know what was happening. Meeks of light 
seemed to dart before his hot, dry eyes. 

He had stood there a long lime— he knew not how long 
— wltcn he heard a voice behind him. 

** (kipicl! Cupid! you loved her tood* 

It was Euterpe, standing there, pale and swTct, looking 
at him, stretching her hands towards him, the tears 
trembling still in her eyes. ■ ' ' ■ ■ 
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And then, at last, ninging hiniscii: iiito lu*r arms and 
clinging to her, he wept. “ J.oved licr! hned iicr! he 
cried. 

So Erato lay there dead, and hcautiiul in dc.iili, and the 
sun shone fiercely, because it \va.s now day, and men were 
going forth to their work. 



THE CELESTIAL GROCERY 

A FANTASIA 


It is precisely one year to-day since the incidents happened 
which 1 am going to recoi'd. Since that time I have been 
waiting for developments. But no developments have 
taken place. I find myself, in consequence, so completely 
at a loss what to do or what to think, that I venture to 
state the case plainly, and to ask for advice. 

Thomas Pigge, my old college friend, had sent me a 
stall-ticket for the play. It was not often that I went to a 
theatre at all; and I had never sat in the stalls before. 
Pigge said in his letter that he had been meaning to come 
witli me, but had been prevented by a sprained ankle. I 
found afterwards that this was quite untrue. Pigge, as a 
matter of fact, had bought the ticket by a mistake. He 
had been told that The Darl{ Alley was having a great 
success. About a week afterwards he saw the advertise- 
ment of Fair Alice, and as his memory is notoriously weak, 
he confused the two plays, and ordered a ticket for the 
wrong one. Soon afterwards he discovered what he had 
done, and learning that Fair Alice was a dismal failure, 
he offered his ticket first to his aunt and then to his tailor, 
both of whom refused it. It was then — and only then— 
that he sent it on to me. I do not think this was very 
nice of Thomas Pigge. I half suspected something of the 
kind at the time, and I was careful to make the few words 
of thanks that I sent him rather cold. I do not suppose 
he noticed it, 
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When I had dressed for the evening, 1 rang the bell— 
partly to tell my landlady that she need not sit n[> for me 
but also with the intention of letting her s(’e that, although 
I lived in inexpensive lodgings, I was familiar with the 
mode of life of English gentlemen. She surveyed me 
admiringly, and asked me if I would like a flower fur niy 
button-hole. “No, thank youd' 1 said, with a smile: 
“ they are not worn.” I iK)tiecd with pleasure that these 
few authoritative words luid tlieir proper circet. I hnvevcr 
as I was walking down the vStraiul oti my way to the 
theatre I saw a man, in evening dress, wlio was wearing a 
rose in his coat, and thinking that it w<mhl he safe to follow 
his example, I spent sixpence on a gardenia with some 
maidenhair. Tlic circumstance w’ould be trivial were it 
not for its bearing on after-events. 

I cannot say that I enjoyed tlie piece alfrigedter, The 
house was by no means full, 'riu* ft‘w young men in the 
stalls seemed mostly to know one atunhrr, 'and none of 
them knew me. The two who came in aftt*r me had those 
hats that .shut up; mine was an onlinary silk hat that ! 
had worn for a year. Tins fact served to maltc me feel 
more lonely. My fine scnsilnliiies render me peculiarly 
liable to this sort of thing; Inu they oImi do me good 
service l)y making me notice for imitation slight shades in 
the manners of tine best pe«;ip!t% whic;h those of a ctKirscr 
mind entirely miss. Ifor instance, 1 had observcal that the 
hahitiu's of tlic stalls generajly look a lifile careless —“iiot 
reckless iux\isely*‘^4nn.: with an air <4‘ taking everything 
for giantcck I copied this expressiim tlifougl'icmt the 
evening. 

A man’s surroundings have a great effect upon his 
chai actor; I fdt myself perceptihly refined by my presence 
in the stalls. My position as an irntfer master in a private 
school seenicd unworthy of me. ** Ii is inad* I thought, 
the profession for a gentleman. I shall change itd^ I 
must have known perfectly well that it was impssible to 
flange it; but it pleased me to say so to myself. My old 
tcndencic,-: towjirds cconoiny vanished. I fdt that I must 
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have a cab to take me home. It would cost two shillings 
probably, but that would be better than an incongruity. 
My sesthetic principles positively forbade me to walk home 
after having sat in the stalls. So I hired a four-wheeler, as 
I always mistrust hansoms. “ After all,” I said to rnyself 
as I put up the window, “ what is money? We assign a 
value to it, but it is relative and transitory. We don’t 
know what anything’s really worth. What is money? 
What is money? ” "The words repeated themselves over 
and over again, in time with the rattling of the cab, “ What 
is money? ” Such a repetition is liable to send one off 
to sleep. I am not sure that I might not have fallen into 
a doze myself, if I had not suddenly been startled into 
wakefulness by the stopping of the cab. 1 felt certain that 
the man could not have driven to my lodgings in the time, 
but I jumped out. To my amazement I found myself in 
an empty street. On one side of it ran a low stone wall, 
on the other there were houses; the darkness hid them to 
a great extent, but the house at which my cab had stopped 
was brightly lighted up, and appeared to be some kind of a 
shop. There was nothing set out in the windows, but over 
the door were the words Joseph, Grocer.” The street 
itself was paved with blocks of crystal, and in the air there 
sounded the wildest music. I turned to my cabby, utterly 
at a loss as to where I was, or why I was there. ^ He sat 
absolutely motionless; his hands still held the reins, but 
his eyes were shut. Now, then, cabby! ” I cried, 
“ where have you taken me to? ” 

He made no answer, and gave no sign of having heard 
me; but the horse turned its head and looked at me. As 
it did so, the music ceased. 

“ You’re starring,” the horse remarked. 

I remember perfectly well that one of the young men 
with the shut-up hats had made the same remark about 
some actress, and I had then wondered what he meant. 
“ This is very confusing,” I said. ^ “ It was the cabman 

that my remarks were addressed to.” 

“ Look oyer ibat pr»p«,” answered the horse, 

«3 



MORE STORIES BY BARRY PAIN 


I could not help thinking how extraordinary it was to 
hear a horse speak. All my life long I had been 
accustomed to regard a horse as a poor dumb animal. It 

might, of course, be all very well in fables to-* 

Shut up! shrieked the horse. 

“I never said anything/’ I replied indignantly, 

‘‘ No, but you thought.” 

“ Well, I can’t help thinking.” 

“ Can’t you? If you think like that agaiin I’ll kick this 
cab to splinters. I was shod yesterday. Wliy can’t you 
look over the parapet, and do as you’re told? ” 

I gave in. I had an indistinct idea that 1 was going- 
mad, but I walked carefully across tlu‘ iKilished street, and 
leaned over the low stone wall. C’ertaiidy it was a 
marvellous and beautiful sight. Far down, as far as my 
eye could reach, there was darkness; and the darkness was 
strewn with myriad golden stars. 1 licard die horse’s voice 
behind me : “ The smallest of those is the world you’ve 
just left, and this is the u'orlcl you’ve come to.” 

I knew perfectly well that this was impossible and quite 
unscientific, and as I leaned over the wall 1 formed rny con- 
clusions. I had been terribly <)ver\\'orkctl lately, and 
probably part of my brain had given way ~— 

“ Never had any! ” yelled the horse, and went into a 
roar of unmannerly laughter. 

I took no notice whatever of this, hut went on thinking. 
These delusions must have arisen from some such partial 
fiiilure of brain-power. It was to be hoped that it was only 
mporary. Probably rest and medical advice would soon 
:t me up again. I would .step across to the grocer’s, and 
aquire where the nearest doctor lived. As I'erossed the 
street, I noticed that the horse was humming the National 
Anthem. I pushed open the door of the grocery and 
entered. There were counters and shelves, hut'runhing on 
them. After waiting a little while I vcmturetl to tap on 
the floor with my foot A voice from t!ie otlier side of 
the counter said : 

'' What may we have the pleasure of doing for you ? 
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I but I could not nm unycinc, and I ^-naurtxl 

to say so. 

No. you caidt sec me. It <ltR'srdt: really mattta\ but I 
think ! leh it <lo\\ leaairs, Janies/' llie vcme calletl to s(nue 
invisilile person at the larrher ein! ot tlie shop^ what tlitl 
I do with my boily? i hatl it only this iiiiinting/' 

The* answer tame in «t boyish voaic: " \hHi !eti if in ihc 
cellar, |o.sep!u wluai yott were packing up the nighunarrs/* 
So I diti, so I did. You're rip/il, iames/’ 

Pan/’ i .said, i tai/t see latues's btuly either/* 

No, Vou see kintes has caily laal onta Y<athe very 
iiu|uisiti\e. U \oi5 must kiioey Ins Imds's ftmv f(» tin- 
wash. ’^tai wotddiPt ha\e liim weat n thrtv" 

I iteneiallv wash in\ own/* 1 said tmldly, 

** Well, \\c* dial*!, dins is a grocery, nol a lauridry/* 

** Yon must exuisr me;** 1 pleaileih “Em s|iiite a 
stranger in these parts/' 1 saw it was no good to inquire 
for a doititr. If die giau’ery wsrs pari of itic delusion* as 
it scaaiied to Iw, it would be alisnrc! to make die im{uiry 
dierc. If* oai tlw otlier liand* the grocery iTidly CKistcd, 
then probahb i tin! not requirr the doctorN services. Bill, 
} felt vn\ nuuidled about it. I suppose yot/rr Mr. 
Josepli? ** I said. 

** I am loseplu am! I should take it as a favour if you 
would tel! me with wliat 1 can serve you/'* 

** We!!/' I sail!* *' iudgioi* from the stale of yoiir counter 
and shrives, 1 dof/t srr anything, yaiu can serve me with/' 
‘'Of course you tioi/t srr/* he answered, a little 
snappislily. ** Yon ean*f see die alisiract. Fm not a 
eroeer in* the eonrrefe. Kindly shut dial door. There's 
a draught keeps rotnilig dmvn the haik of the place where 
ruy neck would have Wrn, am! that's a thing 1 caf/t 
Siam!/' 

As I shut the ikmt I fell more lirwildcred than ever. 
An ahstracf groirr %%m hryrind iinci and 1 mt\ so. Whan 
for instiincc, is atwfract sugar? *' 1 asked. 

'' SiigarY concrrie/' wm the reply, ** ami if you abirap 
iti you get ipankrtl WeVe got m iwgir here* If yotiYl 
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like a Pure White, Crystallized, Disinterested Love, we 
keep that, although there’s not miicli demand. They 
mostly use the coarser kinds. They say they’re sweeter.” 

“ Ah! ” I cried, “ you deal in abstract nouns, then.” 

That’s more like it. It’s a clumsy way of putting it, 
but it’s fairly right. Wc supply, or, to speak more 
accurately, wc groce, all the Emotions to tlic Solar System, 
and trade’s very slack just now in iliat branch. We arc 
doing rather better in vStates of Being, and we’ve just got 
a new assortment of Deaths. Now, once for all, do you 
intend to buy anything? ” 

I remembered with joy that I Iiad a c<)U|dc of sovereigns 
and some loose silver in my pocket. All my life long I 
had suffered from want of emotional experiences. I had 
always regretted the want of variety, tlie general flatness 
and dullness. If the delusion or reality—*! neither knew 
nor cared now which it was— would otdy last, I was 
determined to gratify to the full my fme perceptions. 
Especially was I struck with the mention of the Ihire White 
Love. I may confess at once that I never got on much 
with women. I have a natural digtiity and reserve that is 
sometimes mistaken for nervousness, I fancy it sets 
women against me. Somehow I :im tiever ahlt* to say to 
them quite what I want to say. I hnw often looked nt 
a young girl, and thought that if she could only know me 
as I really was — if she could once regar<I me .as apart from 
wretched circumstances, my fxwerty, my shabby ck)thcs, 
my unfortunate reserve— she might a!)afe somethint’ of her 
pretty scorn. 

Certainly, I intend to buy somethingd’ I said. “ To 
commence with, I should like to see some sam[dc*s of that 
peculiar Ix)ve you mentioned^* 

“ Dear me! ” broke in Mr. Joseph, ** How many more 
times am I to tel! you? You can't see samples. You can 
feel them if you like. James ! 

* Yes, Joseph,” ans^vered the Ix^yish veufoe from the. 
farther end of the shop. 

‘‘ Let’s have some of the * Pu,re White, —look sharp.”. 
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Sw Aen,” Lt" die kgs'.^'' u' 

Adop^t an easy, natural p o„,e 

YOU tind the light too j^ead a little more 

or twice, it won t ma e any , better. Now then, 

4is way. You're frowmng.^^ Thats 

"S'tL JSS:/wTtoo areong. A auddeu Ik* 

t S when I rewavered m, aght 1 

blinded me, ana ^ rri-nrprv I was in a dMiily-' 
apparently no longer in the § sentence I have 

ferr^dtrsn' heen ^ 

‘I!”"”*!!* it is not, and never was,” I was aaying 
“ I am content only to have told you, and now 1 icliiKluislt 
Let to be i, farewell, my good-bye to you betoje 
a from Inoland In books that we read, a man would 
L“‘& ?0.' o» Cksp of the hands, ot even one 
Ifiss but I neither ask nor wish tor that. 

Hooked up, and saw the girl to whom I was 
I had certainly never seen her before, but 
was famihar. She sat in her white dress, shaded lioai the 
Eaht by some tropical plant. It was with passionate and 
hopeless adoration that I looked at her, and yet I was tul 
of a strange content; it seemed to be enough to have loved 
her. I saw that her head was slightly turned away from 

me, and tliat she was sobbing. 

“ I am sorry,” I went on, that I have made you cry. 

I want you to be happy, and I know there is only one 

I never knew it was going to be like this, she said 

tremulously. , r r i i 

For the matter o£ that, neither had I when I first ordeicd 

the first sample pure white. But it struck me as being all 
{|uite natural. Some of that peace which must come to 
men of a great soul, had come to me. 

“ Good-bye,” I said. “ I am not going to do anything 
desperate, anything that could cause you regret. It is 
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enough for me to have loved you, and to icel that 
comparison the rest of my life is one 
Just as I had begun in the middle oi a .•a-nienrc so i 
ended in the middle of a Kcntenee. Tlir dun lit i'on 
servatory and the maiden vanishai, and i ioiuul mvL'lf 
once more in the Celestial ( irocer)’. 

“ Do you like it? ” asked Mr. Jitsejib'.., vc.iee. 

n ''“'■'•'“"■flv, "it is gra.tul, u i,s sublime. 

But 1 don t tiiink 1 could sUiiid verv luikh o| it I f/nv 
much is it a pound? ” ' ’ 

“We don’t sell it by the nnimd; we sell it bv ,1.,. 
spasm.” ^ 

" TJien7’ I sakl, - I’ll take ^ax ppasuis/’ 

James, six of tlic jnirc white/' 

Right, said tlic voice oi janre.s. 

Fora moment I tried to recall the lie., mu ,.1 ..„i 
whom 1 had jiKst seen. 1 wot, deed h.m mv I'n.., -enieme 
began and how my last sentence uunid have ended. 1 
seemed to have walked lor a while it|ion iboM- licndin nf 
ove that read! beyond the Hres ol iiassn,,!. and ..n'‘whicl 
he the snows o [Hapctual pnrnv. I i.-b ih,„ ,uv sel • 
respect had cons.deral.ly incrc.sni nt umseonen,,. / i 
I was mterru{,tcci by Mr. Jn.scjth, ’ 

What will be the nc.’it oaier ? ” 

i.»ppL'™’ '■ '"'fc 

“ vyc; ,„i,i Mr, ,, ^ I 

buy the ingredienis ami yon birnd thm, vom-Hf f.',,. 
Prun.atey. we do no, provtd.- insane.,, We l',,7 “ 
ptu.nyp'ame wind! gtve.s gn.u ,san..t... m.,,. • politicai 

y nue.ss ron,sjdeialilf dcmind. 1 bni there’s 



I t, f*'/’ ■■ * >1“ desire m .ite ” 

for eveiriin’l * ^"‘7* "1'’" 

<un nndu maslcr.s Jiavi- thar aiiibim.ns. "1 think " 
tiB 
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j said, “ that I should rather like to try the ‘ Political 

Joseph took my order with alacrity, and the same 
jrocess as before was repeated. Once more I seemed to 
left the grocery. I was standing on a balcony, my 
Hat in my hand, and below me in the street there was a 
Urging mass of people. As far as my sight could reach 
f could see eager, excited faces upturned. I was just con- 
cluding a speech, and, as before, was in the middle of a 

. not derogatory to the national sense— (cheers) — 
what is the fittest, the truest, and the best way — (renewed 
applause) — of proving to those who at one time may have 
thought otherwise, that, in spite of all preconceived 
opinions, which, if they are not praiseworthy— and I do 
tiot say they are so — yet may with some show of justice — 
('hear, ^hear) — be asserted to have had their origin in a 
sentiment felt by humanity at large, and more especially 
by the English-speaking races^ and to which we to-night, 
with the generosity of the conquerors towards the cen- 
tered— (loud cheers) — can well afford to extend our fullest 
^dulgence. It is not only in the family but in a man’s 
public capacity; not only by the fireside, but also beneath 
Haat fiercer light that beats upon the high offices of this 
jir^non-“(loud and prolonged cheering) not only wifi t 

the . . , , , 

I would have given anything to have gone on a little 
further. I do not even know what my politics were, 
although I am inclined to form an opinion from internal 
evidences in my speech. But I never in all my life felt 
such a delightful sense of exhilaration, triumph, and power. 
"When I came to, I found myself seated on the floor of the 
grocery, perspiring profusely. 

“ Oh, that was good,” I exclaimed, “ very good! ” I 
picked myself up, and inquired eagerly what the price was, 
and how it was sold. 

“It is expensive,” said Mr. Joseph solemnly, “very 
expensive; and we sell it in bursts.” 
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her. Her face was, perhaps, a little wan and pale, but 
full of the most spiritual beauty. The expression upon 
it was one of sweet, calm seriousness. Her eye.s seemed 
to be looking sadly .at something far off. Eler hair was 
long and dark, and fell loosely about her shoulders. 1 
gazed at her a long time before I could speak. 

“Mr. Joseph.? ” I stammered out questiomngly. 

“ Joseph and James,” she said, in a low musical voice, 
“ have gone downstairs to feed Joseph’s body. They sent 
me up here to wait on you. W^hat are these? 

She took up the two sovereigns I had placed on the 

“ A mere trifle,” I said. “ I thought that, perhaps, it 
would be better to pay a trifle on account. If I had 
known that I was coming here, I would have brought 
more — I would, indeed.” 

“Will you please put them away? ” she said slowly. 
“They have no value. I will tell you about it soon. 
I have known you for a long time — known you so 
well.” 

I was entranced by her beauty, and could hardly find 
words to speak, but I muttered the usual commonplaces. 
It was very stupid of me, but I did not seem to recall her 
face. I did not even remember her name. 

“ No,” she replied, “ you have never seen me before. 
You will know my name one day, but not yet. I have 
watched you for years, and sometimes I have been with 
you. I am glad that you came here to-night, for I have 
often wished to speak to you.” 

It is possible that I may have looked a little incredulous, 
for she fixed her eyes full upon mine, leaning across the 
counter, and whispered something to me. I do not see 
that I am called upon to write down what she said. It 
was quite personal and private. If I did record it, it would 
probably be misunderstood. But it answered its purpose. 
It made me feel that she knew me indeed, that here I had 
no impression to make and none to mar. There was no 
longer any barrier of reserve between us. 
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ing to you of it, lor iIrtc is uo shnnic in our love. Your 
love is full of shanu-. 'I'hat was why at first 1 whispered 
to you. ’That was why 1 luKl you that no one could hear 
us. It was for your .sake, Jiot mine.” She stopped and 
sighed. 

' “ Why do yoti sigh ? ” 1 asked. 

“ Because 1 caunui say wluit I want.” 

“ 'j'ry,” 1 said. 

“ No, it i.s no use now. Wliat have you been buying? ” 

1 gave her a list of iny purchases, ant! she went over 
them, as it seemed to iite, a little sadly. “ You have not 
hoiighl the best ihinj','.," site said. “ But they will cost 
you all that you base here, one g.irdenia and a sprig of 
maidenhair.” 

“ Is that ik-wer really worth metre than the two 
sovereigns th.u 1 otieicil yt»u? ” 

“ ■y'es, wr h.ive none here, and Jiowers are the only purity 
on your earili.” 

“ iUit this will the in an lunir.” 

“ No,” she saiti, ” it would have died there, hut here it 
will never die.” As 1 kiiii it on the counter I noticed that 
even the maidenhair was tpiitr fresh. 

” If 1 had only knttwn,” 1 said. “ I would have loaded 
my cab with (ktuers. C.ui I tmt ttnne hack again? ” 

“ No-' tH'wr." 

“ 'I'hen let me t Lange the tilings that I liavc Ixmght. 
dliey seemed high attd nohle, csfwrcially the White 
I /)VC." 

“ Ye.s, you sh.iil change them. Yoti did not value the 
Lfwe because it was iiofile, hut because it made you feel 
noble.” 

" And what shall ! buy for niyseli ? " 

” Nothing, if y«m li,id kept the gof>ds that you ordered, 
you would have ttiadr a little iliiucr on an indescribably 
small jKirtion of a rather insignifKant world. You wtiukl 
have been callcti the grr.at ptJCt, the eminent siatesin.an, and 
it woukl not iiavc lielpcd you any •* 

have raised you any liighcr. Your 
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been boiuicled on the cartli by cartlily possibilities. No, 
you shall buy nothing for yourself, 'iliere is only one step 
that you can take that will bring you nearer me, lliere is 
only one thing that you can do that has a real value.” 

“ You mean self-denial,” I said. “ I will obey you. 
I surrender all that 1 had bought. You sliall give me 
instead the best thing for someone else— lor wliom? ” 

“ For your own father.” 

I bent my head in shame. It was a subject ol which 
I could hardly bear to speak; hut she with great tenderness, 
laying one of her little hands softly and caressingly on 
mine, dropped her voice almost to a whisj)er. 

“ Yes, for your fatlier. My poor hoy, there are no 
secrets between you and me. 'i’herc is to be no shame 
between you and me. I know all. In the same asylum 
where your grandfather died your fatlier now lit‘s. His 
reason is gone. A l)orril)le darkness lias come over his 
mind. He lies there moaning and- ” 

“ Stop! ” 1 cried. ” For pity’s sake say no more. You 
are right, (hve me tive licst tiling Fir liim.” 

It shall be so,” slie said. ” And now live tmd of your 
time here grows near. Ihit you have taktm the first step. 
You and I have advanced a little iartlier to\vards tlie sacred 
unity of the new love. Come, let us go and look down at 
the stars, and I will tell you aliout them.” 

She came round to my side of tlie counter, and ^vc passed 
through the door togetlier. Her hare feet trod lightly on 
the crystal blocks with whicli the street was [>avtal. 1 gazed 
at her in an ecstasy of adoration. The call was still stand' 

ing there, and the horse looked round at: us* I le grinned 

horribly, showing his yellow fangs. 

“Oh, my! ain't it sweet! '' he callct! out. 

“You vulgar beast! " I said to lum angrily, “ if you 
say another word, FlI take that whip and simply flay 
you.” 

You needn't distress yourself,” he answcrecl, “ because 
youll be asleep in two minutes.” 

I saw that she had 'taken no- notice, of the unmannerly 
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animal. She liad crossed the siretl, and was leaiiine, nver 
the low stone wall, with her heaiililiil iieatl snppoiied lai 
one hantl; 1 saw that my must digniiieti «. nurse was to 
lullow her, and 1 tiiil so. 

" Yes,” she said, (iointin|.!; dowtiwards witli her fin_s;er, 

“ those are the other worlds. 'I'hey were pul there to he 
a heating ainl lighting apjt.iratus lor the most insiginlnaui 
o! thetn'- at least th.il is the prev.iletit creetl, ior the mo.st 
insignilietint. Do n<it believe it. Oneach<tne there is hte, 
and' for e.idi one there is a purpose; all are part ot one 
scheme that ..." 

'rhe horse w.is i[uite rig.ht. At this point, 1 rested my 
heatl on ni\ .inie. .ts I leauetl over the p.ir.ipet, and went 
fast asleep. 1 >.m never lot give mjsell lor it, hut 1 was 
|xiwerless to present it. 1 do not know hmv long 1 sle[)t, 
hut 1 woke suddeulv. She w.is no longer leaning over the 
parapet; she stood on the p.iihw.ty, g.i/.ing upw.irtis, with a 
strange light m her e\es. ( >1 course .she was in tlie middle 
of a sentence. 'I'h.it was only p.tr£ <if' the generally iins.iti.s- 
factory uatnie oi everything. 

“ . . . would get new experiences, new tiata. You 
wouhi thin!, .ind tm.igine new tlnngs. Yon would know 
what the new love me.uis, 1 can only spe.ik to you a.s a 
woman n> a m.tn, hut i do not hmk at you as a woman 
woukl. She wotilti see iuily a |»*or little scltotjlmastcr, not 
very heautiful, rather sleepy lieatied, m a dres.'i-suit much 
too tight for him. h t»H>, c.iti sec that, Btit I .see also a 
life that hntg ago tame mu into the riarkness hand-in-hand 
with mine. Had yoit iteen jil.ived in this world, you 
would have known as I know ; hut 1 came here, and you 
were sent tlsewhere. Out ol the same clay the potter 
makes two vessels, one t«» honour aiul one to dtslionour." 

'• And that ts cxtrenicly uniiist,” I s.iid. 

'• It would he tjuitc impjssiblc for you to think other- 
wise; hut you are wrong. You wtll mkih ktiow that you 
arc wrong." 

•• When? ” I asked, 

" On the day that you know my name, when the earthly 
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love that you feel for me is chatigcd to the new love of 
which it is the shadow, when we come heck together, you 
and I, out of the darkness iiuo tlu: ligiii 

“ Where is the light? 

'' Look upwards. Ihcre are no move stars, and above 
all seems dark. And the darkticss Ihnvs on like a river 
on and on. But tlic river will run dry at tlic krst, the 
darkness will have passed at the la.st, and then we shall 
enter into the light.” 

“ And now,” said tlie vt)itx‘ oi the iineunsi ional>lc cab- 
horse behind us, ” I will ask you to jiun with rne in sim^- 
ing the last hymn on t!)e paper.” ^ 

“ What on earth,” J cxdaiined testily, “ is the point 
of making that perfectly idicaie remark? ” 

Mere abseiiMnindcdncss,” liu: Inure answered. 1 
thought from the general style oi the conversation that I 
was at some missionary meeting, d'hafs ;dl.” 

“ At any rate,” 1 said, ” you need not interrupt — a 
lady.” 

‘‘ Lady! S’hclp me! Tliat high toned, female grocer’s 
assistant, a lady! ” '1 Ire l)cast posinvelv shrieked widi 

laughter. Oct into the eab, yeui little look anil let’s get 
home' There’s no place like lioine.” 

I sprang at the cab, seized tlie whip, and deiennined to 
take my revenge. But 1 never got u. 'i'he agjle beast 
waltzed round and round with amazing rapidiVv in the 
middle oi the street. I struck out uikilyt hut thoiigli I 
occasionally liit the cab, 1 never suceeiskal m hitting the 
horse. All this time the calnnan remained motionless. 
Suddenly the brute stopped, and liacked the cab right into 
nie. I fell down on tlte pavement !)v the low wall. I 
picked myself up and gazed aroiiivd. 

She was no longer there. 

I staggered across the roach ^llie liglits wna* out in the 
grocery. I tried the door, but it was loclmd. ! shook 
It, and called loudly, but no answea* came. Oiue more I 
turned sttvagcly on the horse, at die first stroke the 
wliip broke in my hands, 
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Now then/' he yelled^ ‘‘ you little IkKil, get into the 
caN ^tnd let's enter into tlic Ligltt! " 

For a niomeni I .st<x.)d there liclplcss. I fell weak and 
sick with luy fall, d’hen 1 Hung down the broken whip, 
and got into the cal), which started instantly at full speed. 
1 buried iny face in my hands, and burst into tears. 

When, after a moment, 1 looked up again, there was the 
roar of the l.ondijn streets alniut me, aiul wc were withitt 
a hundred yartls my lodgings. The cal) stopped at 
them, and i got otit. It was eviilent that the cal)man 
knew Uiuhiiu* about what had happened; he kx^ked ehccry, 
cotnfortable, aiul c<unmon[)Iai 1 saw that tiicre wcnild be 
no use in speaking t(» lum about it. I merely paid him 
three times Itis proper hire, to aMnjH-nsatc liim for the loss 
of Ids whip, whidi, by the way, he did not seem to have 
noticed. 

,I was very tircil, ;tnd s(.)on went olf to sleep. I had lost 
fame, and I InitJ gained for my iatlter a return to sanity. It 
was worth tlic sacrifice, tie should come to London, and 
live witli me. It was years since I liad been aide to speak 
to him. dhen slumber interrupted my thoughts. 

As soon as 1 woke in the tnorning I .sprang from my 
l)cd, and took np my dress coat. Nti, it was no dream. 
'Fhe j»art!eiita and maidenhair were gone, ami my father 
had regained Ins reason. Wknih! that 1 could sec her once 
more, and iliank her. 

There came a tap at my door. 

All rigin, Kirs. Jsimth/' I cried. ** Tm getimg uj)/' 

Therc'’s a telegram for you, sir/' 

It was pusheii umler the iloor. I opened it. It was 
from the doctor of the asylum wltcre my father was placed, 
and it read as follows ; 

Your f;n!it*r dirt! suddenly early this morning. Please 
come at once/’ 

I’hcre have been no furihcr developmefits, and I do not 
know what to do. I fed that I must sec her, ami ask her. 

I cannot undersumei And, alai! I cannot get lo her. 
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“ BILL ” 


THE STORY OF A BOY WHOM THE GODS 

LOVED 

Bill carac slowly up the steps from a basement flat in 
Pond Buildings, crossed the pavement, and sat down on 
the kcrl>stonc in the sunshine, with his feet in a delightful 
puddle. He was reflecting. 

“ All that fuss about a dead byebyl ” he said to himself. 

He was t]uite a iiitie boy, with a dirty face, gipsy eyes, 
and a love for animals. He had slept the deep sleep of 
childhood tlte night before, and had heard nothing of 
what was happening. In the early morning, however, 
he had been enlightened by his father — a weak man, with 
a sluifliing gait, who tried to do right and generally failed. 

“ Bill, cummcrc. Larst night there were a byeby come 
to be your sister if she’d grow’d. But she didn’t live 
morc’n hour. An’ that’s why your awnt’s ’ere, an’ mind 
yer do vvhort she tells ycr, an’ don’t go inter the other 
room, an’ don’t do nothin’ ’cep’ whort yer told, or I’ll 
break ycr ’ead for yer, sure’s death, I will! ” 

I’hcn Bill’s father had gone away to his work, being 
unable to alTord the lo.s.s of a day; and Hill’s vehement, 
red-haired aunt had come into the kitchen, and .shaken 
him, and abu.scd him, and given him some breakfast. 
Bill’s aunt was one of those unfortunate people who cannot 
love one person without hating three others to make up for 
it. Just at present she was loving Bill’s mother, her sister, 
very much, and retained her self-res^t by being very strict 
with Bill’s father, with Bill himself, and with the doctor. 
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by th'tJv. bl'ic Kim-'- i; 

ticnis in du* wo»rk.l la:l 
her. Yet dir blnn.vEi ,tr dnrt - 
folliiucd Inin iinin U. » 1 , 

u sanrrr with v.auaa r.ut! yui V 

her. '' HuTr \v air* hnuti,,, I'- ' . * '' - '**“'* ‘ 

benrr iur jrr wn anv nnil," T ^ -- r, !iri 

bark hlnwHs mrwot in ^ t / n t 

the van! again.' llilh da -Inn/ • ' n n •! n 
and In’nkr il, ami f«vriiiiuua! * L n.i l\ . * i p ;ir': ’ 

lie was in the rhitrhiw h| iin. Tura... 

“ Du x.'U want Id! %*Mt hl> ■ ,rd diri, um d.rub 

Didiid I ud Xif U* Ml tjUMilr* Aid a %aii n 

vvilli rhr dead rnijnr <4 ittui Inrbr lutd sn llir 
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next room. ^ Go hout ! You’re more nuisance nor you’re 
wuth. See ’ere. Don’t you show your ugly ’ead ’ere agin 
afore night. An’ when yer comes back I’ll tell your father 
of yer, an’ ’e’ll skin yer alive. Dinner.? Not for such as 
you. Hout yer git.*’ 

So Bill had been turned out, and now sat with his feet 
in a delightful puddle, rellectitig for a minute or two on 
dead babies, injustice, puddles, and other things. It was a 
largei puddle, as far as Bill could see, than any other in the 
stieet, and it was this which tnade it so charming. But a 
puddle is of no use to anyone who has not got something 
to float on it. If you have something to float on it you can 
imagine boats, and races, and storms, and it becomes a 
magnificent playgiound for the imagination, otherwise the 
biggest puddle is simply a puddle, and it is nothing more. 
So Bill staitcd down the street to look for something which 
would float, ti SCI ap of paper or a straw. He was stopped 
by a lanky, unkempt girl with yellow hair, who was leaning 
on a bioom that was almost bald, outside an open door. 
She was four or five years older than Bill, and she was 
very fond of him. 1 he girls of the wretched neighbour- 
hood for the most part rather petted Bill; they did so, 
without knowing their reason, because he was quaint^ 
and pretty, and little. He was rather dirty, it was true' 
but then so were tlfey; and for the most part they were 
not so pretty. 

Bill, said the yellow-haired girl, why awnt yer at 
school? You’ll ketch it, Bill” 


No, I ’out. liicy kep’ me, ’cos we’ve got a byeby, 
an thc^ hyeby’s dead, Ihen they tunned me out for 
breakin a si, nicer when I was goin’ after Siming Peter what 
I were feedin’, an’ 1 ain’t to ’ave no dinner, and I ain’t 
to come back alorc night, and when I do come back Fm 
goin’ to he walloped. I wish I was dead! ” 

** Oh, Bill, you arc a bad boy; what arc yer goin’ to 
do? ” 


“ Play ships at that puddle* I was lookin’ for sutthin’ 
what ’ud do for ships, an’ can’t find nothin’.” 
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“An’ what’ll yer do about diiuicrr ” 

“ I ain’t goin’ to ’ave no dinner,” suit! Bdl solennily, 
“ I’m goin’ to starve. They don’t kccr. Dead byebics is 
what they like.” 

The lanky girl leaned her brcKifn agaiiisi tlm wail, sat 
down on the doorstep, and conunenceti the research of a 
pocket; the pocket yielded lier one penny. 

“Look ’ere, Bill,” she said, ” ViHi lake this and git 
yourself sutthin’ to eat.” 

Bill shook his head, and pressed lits lips lugilher. He 
was much moved. 

“ I ’ad it give me a week ago, aiui I sived ii 'cos ilierc 
warn’t nothin’ what I wanted. vSo you tal.r ii. I don’t 
want it. If yer like, yer can give ns a kiss lur it.” vShe 
pressed it into liis hand. ” 'riiere ain’t w) oilier linle h<jv 
1 know what I’d give it to,” she ackled ratlier incoin 
sistcntly. 

Bill nodded lus head, and the lips yrvw a little 
tremulous. He had licen treatcil crueily a!! ihv nioining, 
and this sudden change to sympathy and ttcnrncaty was 
almost too much for him. He kisvs,! the yellow ha.im! 
girl— once timidly and thcit suddenly wiili yrvrA alleedon. 

“Why, Bill,” she .said, “ i ain’t dmie nutlmf to ’un yer. 
yer look ommust as if yer was goin’ to cry,” 

“ No, I ain’t,” replied Bill, linding vvoni% u iili dniiv ulty, 
“ but— but I ’ate everybody in the wtald \ep‘ \on.” 

Then he walked away with great digjbtv, and <'very 
nerve in his excitable little body tjuiveriiitc lie felt on 
the whole ratlaa- more wretched than lu-hut*. 'I'he 
contrast made him feel Isoth sides of it moie drrpiv. 1 le 
had forgotten now about the beautiful puddle and his 
intention to play ships. He waiuieunl ilown the main 
Street^ and then down a side street whuh kal behind a 
grim, frowning church. And here he ioumi something 
which attracted his attention. It was a diiiy little shtip 
which a small tobacconist and m almost micriisciipical 
grocer had used successively as a last step before bank- 
riiptcy. It had then remained for scmie time uiiocctipiccL 
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But now the whole of the window was occupied with 
one great bright picture, before which a small crowd had 
gathered. It represented a beautiful mermaid swimming 
in a beautiful sea, accompanied by a small octoj)us and 
some boiled shrimps. Her hair was very golden and 
very long; her eyes were very blue; .she was very pink and 
very fat. Underneath was the announcement : 

THE MERMAID OF THE WliS'H'RN PACRI-IC! 

Po.srnvELY TO BE Seen WrrtuN!! 
l-'OR A t-iav DAY.S ONI.Y 
A D M 1 S K I O N O N E 1' E N N Y 

An old man was standing in the dfxtrway, with a 
tattered red curtain behind him, .supplying further details 
of the history and personal appearance of the mermaid. 
He looked slightly military, di.siinctly intemperate, and 
very unfortunate, yet he was energetic. 

“ What it comes to i.s this- — for a few dny.s only I am 
ofTering two ’igh ela.s.s entertainments at the iiricc of one. 
The performance commences with an e-Yhihition by that 
most marvellous Spanish conjurer, Madumar.scil Rimbini,, 
and concludes with that unparalleled wonder of the world, 
tlic mermaid of tlie \N'e.stcrn Pasullolk. I have Ix^cn 
asked frccpicnt if it jBiys me to do this. No, it docs not 
pay me. I am doing it entirely as an advertisement. 
Kindly take notiic that this mermaid is not a shadder, 
faked up with kxikin’ glasses. She is real — solid — 
genuine — clisctiverctl by a English officer while cruisin’ 
in the Western PasufToIk, and purchased direct from ’im 
by myself, 'flic jicrformance will commence in one 
minute. If any gentleman is not able to stay now, I 
may remark that the performances will he repeated agin 
this evenin’ from .seven to ten. What it comes to is this 
— for a few days only, etc.” 

Of cour.se Bill had seen shows of a kind before. He 
had seen a ’bus horse stumble, and almost pick itself up, 
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and stumble again, and finally go down half on the 
kerb-stone. That had been attractive, but there had been 
nothing to pay for it. Again, in his Sunday-school days, 
he had been present at an entertainment where the 
exhilaration of solid buns and dissolving views had been 
gently tempered by a short address. That too was 
attractive, but it had been free. And now it would not 
be possible to see this beautiful buoyant creature swimming 
in clear, shrimp-haunted waters unless he paid a penny for 
it, the only penny that he possessed. Never before had 
he paid anything to go anywlicre. The temptation was 
masterful. It gr>PP«^ 

the tattered red curtain that hung over the emtrance. 
In another minute he had paid his penny, and stood 
within. 

At one end of the shop a low' stage had he<'n erected. 
On the stage was something w'hieh loolo'd like a large 
packing-casc with a piece of red baize thnvwn over it. 
There 'was a small table, on wdiich were two packs of 
playing-cards and a brightly coloured pill box, and a tired 
fat woman in a low dress of peculiar frowziness. As the 
audience entered she put a smile on her face, where it 
■ remained fixed as if it had been pinned. 'Phe i>erformance 
commenced with three clumsy card-tricks. Then she 
requested someone in the audienee to put a halfpenny 
in the painted pill-hox and see it changed into a shilling. 
The audience felt that they had been weak in paying a 
penny to sec the .show, and on tliis last piint they w’ere 
adamant. They would put no halfpennies in no pill- 
boxes. They were now firm. So also was the Spanish 
conjurer, and this trick was omitted. She intimated that 
she w'ould now proceed to the second part of the' etttertam- 
ment, the exhibition of the mermaid of the Western Pacific. 
She removed, dramatically, the red-haize cover, disclo.sing 
a glass case. The audience pressed forward to examine 
its'eontents. The case was filled for the most part with 
tho,sc romantic rocks and grasses which conventionality 
has appointed to be a suitable setting for stuffed canarits, 
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or slullotl (loin's or anytliiiig that: is stuOciL 'iluat* was a 
hackgrouiul of painted sky and sea; atitl in the front then* 
was a small, most liorrilde hgurc, looking straight at Ihll 
out of hitk'ous, green, glassy eyes. It was not the kively 
creature tlepieted in tlie window outside. It was a 
monstrous thing, a eontemi>tilde fraud to tlte prataista! 
intelligetiee, hut to IhlTs childish, eKcilahle mind a thing 
of nnspcsikahlt' honaa* ant! laseinatiom The lowca* hall 
was a wilted, withetcal tislr, then came a gjiallc of 
seaweed, and them something whicli was lusir to being 
human, yellow and waxy, veith a gliastly face*, a bahl head, 
and those eyes that wcaild kcej> looking, at 1*111. 1 Ic shut 

his own eves lor a seconds wlwn he etpertet! iliein again 
the monsttous tliittg, uas still looking at him. 

I’herc* were two men standing near to liiil. C )ne of 
them was a verv ycHini!^ and very s.ttirica! carpenter, with 
a fcKat'rule stickinr^, taai of !iis ct-en,^jaoekets '‘So that’s a 
mermaid! " he* rnnarked, ** lt"er call llKit a merniaid'*”**'* 
oh! “' indec'd, a mennaii! <»h, yes! 

** Seems to me,’* saitl the other man, middle-aged, 
cadaverous, aaid dressed in rusty black, tliat it s a sight 
more like a deal InaTv.’’ - • i 

** Wt*ll, you ought to know,” rejdied the sauncal 
carjH'nter, gritming,. 

Hill heard this’ So itt that Ivasetvwnt flat in I'ond 
Bniklings, HilHs honitg there was sranething lying r|uitf 
still and wailing for him, to frighten him.^ He luul never 
th(Hig!u u'hat a dea«l wtiuld be like. mind 

licgan to work itt flashes. Hte first flash icniindei! him 
cd some Irorrilde stories winch Ids red ha i ret k vehement 
aunt had twld Itiim to lenifv him into bring v/mhI. He 
had <jb|ei1fd at the rhise of erne story tlnu de.id peiTple 

emth! nor walk ahmii. , u i i 

”Yoii don’t know,” bis aunt bad replied, noIwHly 
knowji what dead people can dm” In ihr second tlisli 
he imagincf! that he had gone home, had hern laiurei! 
hy his aunt, and heaien by hh father, and hatl ttuc 
himself to sleep# He wciuld wake up at night, when all 
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was quiet™'" lu: lelt, mu'c - . 

be quite dark, iie wiAjXi 
horrible^ yellow, waxy imiy w*. /. ^ 

would not go dll- w -y 'y' 
towards hini. ii wraa.o! oa v:... .. y 
would have a iav'c ha-'^ i , . . ■ 
would Htare a.i !uiu, ne^v.*’ i - a ^ 

It ■would oanH: ucaarr ,a.- 

touch hitu. dheu n-:' w.ai;o a.: . , - , 

No, he vvoult! nail yw a. : -a ■ ■ 

had Ikxui taluai ^nv.iy. 

As tile aauhciKe cuAWordi »ua ’a 
doorway, ihll temched the naai iu v., 

Please, sir, km* ban; a .a,--' 'a.^;- 
babics? *’ 

I1ie luafi ^a:i^^■d .a fuoi *.r;: i .. ;:,ai,,a'. , 
want U) hiaav Uiaf Un :' nay-":; a. 1 a*,, 

and oa the ilh !!a,ua.’a'. loa :aA;vra ^ ; w 

possililc * 's a!!as uiy ;a.-v 5 - a, ra,it n 

frequenrd' 

bill thanked laiia .uai a. .aa: 

could nol. lyi thr- U'U'Mr ♦ a- <■■! '"y a a -. 

thnmgh stree! alier nUTru a.-* - ‘a, ■; , - ...■ i 

tliat he hai'iHv noticed, d^a- t^.a a., 
only just cMUpcd hniiy; ! .lu .. li ^ 

for over an Iran- whn; !:.a a - ^ ' 

knew, plauny. aiaih!.". W-v ■" '-y-a 

diversion fni he, tlaaiyle .. h . :a * ^ 

game widt nUrrrNl, .:ua,i ea-ei ».:.ar ^a ea- a 
from his pnclil two i.uy-' aaab'-. . a*a, 

set them mllin a 1‘ '! a,;i a* I * ' ' 

been remindeil i!.^iAr ytm. av-r. i a- !•. 
they weie 'Ull h«4*in/ w h, ,; : iv,, a^ a;-, 
they he!o!nn*d not tu ilva ' i.* * !a, 

lie wished again aiul !. ; 

that show. Hr was gosa^aa: ala » e;- 

termr, Of etansr, his stair m! ! a. 
c!iic,‘ t.fi file fact t,Iial hr had cam";t ia.alf,aa.y ha 
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But then, Bill did not know this. Suddenly he gave a 
great start, and a gasp for breath, for he had been touched 
on the shoulder. He looked up and saw his father. 
Now Bill’s father had drunk two glasses of bad beer 
during his dinner h<jur, and in consequence he was feeling 
somewhat angry and somewhat self-righteous, for his head 
was exceedingly weak and poor. He addressed Bill very 
solemnly : 

“Loit’rin’ iii the streets! loit’rin’ and playin’ in the 
streets! What’s the good o’ my bringing of ycr up in 
the fear o’ Gawd? ” 

Bill had no answer to make; so his father aimed a blow 
at him, which Bill dodged. 

“ All right,’’ his father continued, “ I’m .sent out on a 
jorb, and 1 ain’t got the time to wallop yer now. But yo.u 
mark my words — this very night, as sure as my name’s 
what it Is, I’ll knock yer blawstid ’ead off.” 

At any other time this would have frightened Bill. But 
now it came as a positive relief. There is no fear so 
painful, .so maddening, as the fear of the supernatural. 
The promi.se that he should have his head knocked off 
had in itself but little charm or attraction. But in that 
ca,se he knew what to fetir and from whence to fear it. 
It took his thoughts away for a few minutes from the 
horror of that dead baby, whose ghastly face he pictured 
to him.sclf so clearly. Hut it was only for a few minutes; 
the face came back ag.ain to his mind and haunted him. 
He could not escape from it. He was more than ever 
determined that he wtjuld not go home; he dared not 
spend a night in the next room to it. Already the after- 
noon was closing in, ami Hill had no notion where he was 
to go for the night. Inn- the present he decided to make 
his way to the green; he would probably meet other boys 
there that he knew. 

The green to which he went is much frequented by the 
poor of the south-west. The railway skirts one side of it, 
and gives it an additional attraction to children. Bill was 
tired out with walking. He flung himself down on the 
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to rest* His «ii E*'*? lu« 

aiui'lu* trll aslci'fn IE slifn hn a innr, .ot*i ui hi^ 
sleep he had a ilieam* 

It was it setaned fo laiu in hi** dosiiii, Ulr in ih^ 
evening, aiul he ujs staiHling oiinvidr flir il^n m ih^ 
ha.seineiH llan lie had i*n^*»h*d» and ttj 

axhuineii. Suthkidy la notaetl tiun the' di«a ]mi 
ajar. He* jaiHiiei! il opni and niUn'il. Hr allrd. hut 
tlu're was lui anwveia All was i,Eil. 1 1 a"' ♦aiiri dnoj- 
swung lu witli a haini iOuitd hum i h- ihMUghi ihai 
would wail in the kiuluu in flu hght »a du fur nutil 
iKuneune caimv He teir lus wav ihr liulini and sat 
down in front of i!ie file, 

it IkuI biirnr very low, anil dr luiiiiotir w.is one, |ust 
disiinguishaiile !>y ihr Iiydu *-a n. A'v lir wa'. waii-na lie 
heard very ianuly the *<1 turaflung It did not 

frieJUen iiiiu; init lie e-ra.i!<! lio! iiiuhtUjiti! if, 
far as he etiufd see dine w,vr':.' tin h^iog lloiig iti ih.r tMol'ia 
excepf liinisrlf. Hr de n,Ji! fhu hr wiadd •anl.e 4 hglit 
and disiovrr whaf if wav Ihr wni: in a 

euplioaid on dir dgiif liaitd wdr *4 ilir liiepLor, He 
eouh! only juM ir.uli the la.fmiug* . 00 ! if t»^4 Inni ‘a>me 
liillr unie to mido it. 1 fic nufinriii ilir i.isiriiiiiy was 
uniione the doin’ tire. Mprii, and ujiiirtloitg Vf!li*wi%}i white 
fell or rather leapt oin uj'^ai huti, living hfilr ijiiokly- 
looviiig lingers in Ins hair. Whfli a wirain lir fr!l li» die 
iloor. fie fiat! shin tns rves m hoioa, hut hr Irli iom- 
prliei! lo open dirin again 0 * mr wlial ihn thing ssai that 
chilli; to hum wiidnnit and paniing. A hitlr s|nit! #4 ilnne 
hatt shot tip, am! showed imn the Lwr. If% ryrs were 
hlinkiiiit amt rrdling, h% inouih fiiosrd lw*fiit»!\ and 
convulsively, and fhrrr vvai $m thr ssinir lipt The 
face was Hme ni Ins eiwir, ir difw* iir.iiri ; it loinlird him. 
Il was wet. 

Bill suddenly -woke and tpratig lo !iii diivrdug 
and tnaddriird wiitr'irrmr, Ytir pirrii wjt link and 
ih‘seiied. A cfihi siriiiw ivifid Iwd ipriifi|* iijg and he 
. h'-an! il howling dismally. An vi/rd Iniii to 
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run — to run for his life. For a moment he hesitated; and 
then, under the shadow of the wall, slinking along in the 
darkness, he saw something white coming towards him, 
and with a quick gasp he turned and ran. He paid no 
heed to the direction in which lie was going; he dared 
not look behind, for he felt sure that the nameless horror 
was behind him; he ran until he was breathless, and 
then walked a few pace.s, and ran again. As he crossed 
the road on the outer edge of the green, a policeman 
stopped and looked at him suspiciously. Bill did not even 
see die policeman. Flis one idea was escape. 

It happened that he ran in the direction of the river. 
He had left the road now, and was following a muddy 
track that led tlirough .some grimy, desolate market- 
gardens. All around him there was horror. It screamed 
in the screaming wind with a voice that was half human; 
it took shape in the darkness, and lean, white arms, 
convulsively active, .seemed to be snatching at him as he 
passed; the pattering of blown leaves was changed by it 
into the pattering of .something ghastly, coming very 
quickly alter him. For one second he paused on the 
river’s brink; and then, pressing both his hands tightly 
over his eyes, he flung himself into the water. 

And the river went on unconcerned, and the laws of 
Nature did not deviate from their regular course. So the 
boy was drowned. It was a pity; for he was in some ways 
a lovable boy, and tliere were {xi-ssibilitics in him. 

Bill’s aunt was putting tlie untidy bedroom straight 
when his mother, opening her eyes and turning a little on 
the bed, said, in a low, tired voice : 

“I want Bill. Whecr’s Bill ? ” 

“ I sent ’im out, dearie; ’c'll be back d’rcctly. Don’t 
you worry your.solf about Bill. Why, that drattid lamp’s 
a’shinin’ strite on to your eyes. I’ll turn it down.” 

There was a moment’s pau.se, while the vehement 
woman— quiet enough now — arranged the lamp and took 
her place by the bedside. She smtMthed the young 
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m,otherY Hided !uur wiili li.nui. i in sleep, 
clearieA ‘die .said. 

Then she lH’e;an to sing ni ,i luivlu'd,, ijiKi,vr: nip, viace. 
It was a favourite hymn, atu.i kn' piupi-tsrs she 

rarely used more than the ea'ie viViVi;'! ■sound. : 

UriHnl \vn\h lur' i'vJ'.f 1?;^'. ir. v.:r;, ;,;ri. 
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']'IIK CilRt, AND Tllli JiKlCTtK 

A S’loRV Ol' lll.ui-: AND MKRKAF'rHR 

On tlu* l)ru,sh\v<KHl anti i*,rtnips ul mrs thai hm* anti there 
l)r(>ke the* inunt>tt>ny the ilat ami saiuly ionuntm were 
the marks aiuunui, 'i’hr uuul was s(4t ami nuh!, aiui 
the leaves fell t^ently, ami the white ehnuls sailcti away iiUo 
the tlistaiue steathly ami tuujueMiuiiingly. har the 
gliiir ni smilight tell im the narrow^ sluggish river* 
Winds ami leaves^ dtnuls aiul river-'*- all were gning home, 
with a eahn uua'kness that aggravalal the dying beetle. 
It was a giiiiil day lit die on, and the lieetlc knew it; but 
yet he was ilissatisfird, 

AIhjvc tiim dieie havnrd two unkempt hirils, turmented 
by a sense fd wiiai in all the i'ireumstanees was the correct 
thing to iio. hkuh Inid hat! sighted llw beetle, atul 
neither woultl come am! take it; tor each ihmighi that 
the tither wtiultl supj>osr Inm to be greedy. C)f these 
two birds the i»ne was inagnaisimous anti the other was 
ncrvcnis, and Uah wne hungry, 

“ dliere's a large brrilc down there,** the first remarked, 
hut I doidt kiuiw dial 1 care abnn it particularly. 
Woidt yott fake it? ** 

There wMs nothing that his companion wmM have 
liked hefler. Inn his unforiumnr nervousness prevented him 
from availing himself of the generous oiler. ** No, 
thanks/* he slammrrrd, ** I couldi/l deprive yiiu/* 

** lint I really doi/t want ii/‘ said Magnanimiiy* 

** Nor do !/*VcpIied Ncrvciiisneii* ** lxt*s go for a litdc 
fly/* , 
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So they Mew slowly ;sw.iy. hvlini* riiijUj, .m.i lut-.t ikcti. 
with a sense that the vvori.i itnw hr .oi! la a. on uhne 
there were nearly alvvav;. turs hiiih. Ot t,iii ati.l Uitli 

the birds understtmd efujiirttf, Atn! (hr hr,-'!.- w.nt on 
dying. 

He had not during fii^ pnusnis Iih- hnn j u*«*d !'uilr. 
He was strongly buih. uud hi^ yUiuIi hjd 

now given way-* had fireii ^ u s! 

Fcmiilc beetles had thnuyju hiiu ute^aiiiOMnU h. nd'-Minr; 
yet with all these gibs be bad larrat a iHn4 bi . un 
the contrary h.c had been rxttnurU uiiiiiMial, Ur liy 
stretched on the saiul by the rdyr ut flu jeiiIiyijy, rn|o\iin» 
the warmth ol the al!crnt*MU Nunhe^bu 

*‘Maryd’ he calbJ* a little iiunuhaidva '* uuitd*' 

It is (iilTicult to under u.uid htTW i!tr lirrilr i»'ii!d uill 
without making :urv raa-i'-e. !i slan.ihl Iv inurfiilH-iff!, 
however^ tliat souutl 'm brrilr**. iirt\' iitiiili yiIi.iI Yilffiif 
is to us, A rrrt.iin kind i»l Mint. r, tm ihr i.ihn lund, 
answ'crs to what we call and * ui br \j|jrd 

so as to exj.nm ail that we eari do bv ihatieuig the Umr 
of the voice. The small Innalr ol ttrgirYWTl 
who liurrier! frtiin the shrlier mI' a ^iimr iti ainwri la this, 
summons* tjtiite undrfMi^tid that dr I'lAd brni i-illrd 
querulously. I'he two uukriu|ti birth should iiii4oii!iiri!!v 
have waited 

^*lhom.isd' said the breilr Yvlto Inti Iwrn ,tddfrv.rd .iy 
M a.ry, '* I think you i ailed 
Have yem Magged tiyiug^ 

Yes, dean I wouh ny any tnufr. if you iltuid hlir it 

'^Yoii know I donh hkr in Havr yriii got any iiri\ 
ideas?” 

a Well, Thomas* nothing tlyt nmid tir ali«4tiiflv eallrd 
new* perhagst hut I rrmenil^r a hiilr ii«iry that my j^*or 
dear mother used to—--.” 

*\Stog! ” said Thomas, ** yoidrr 4 itair, heavy miridnl 
female* and you ran gri \mk iitidrr ilie iituir* 1 W‘4% 
going to let you see me die. I ihan’l iiiiwf ** 

” Do let me stop! ** pleaded Mary. 
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‘‘No, I won’t! — stay, what’s that pestilential insect 
creeping towards us? ” 

“ It’s the Dear Friend. Fie looks small and meagre, 
but we must not judge from looks, lliomas. Beauty 
fades.” 

Thomas surveyed Mary slowly. '' It docs,” he said. 

The Dear Friend was so named from his ha!)it of calling 
indiscriminately on other beetles, and excusing hirnscif on 
the ground that he wanted to be their dear friend. He 
lived a very good life, and lie wanted other licctles to l)c 
good. The want was noble, but he had not suOicient tact 
to conceal it. Some beetles thought him a liorc, and did 
not care to hear him discuss their sins in Ins plain way. 
Others, seeing that he knew so little about this life, 
thought that he might have unusual knowledge of the 
next. Beetles, as a class, have a tendency towards 
mysticism. Mary had a firm belief in the goodness and 
spirituality of the Dear Friend, although she was dimly 
conscious tluit he was not clever. She was very anxious 
that he should have a few words with the dying Thomas. 

'‘You will see him, dear, won’t you?” she said. 
“ You’re drawing near to your end, you know, and it 
would do you good to experience a word in season. You 
have been .sucli a liad beetle,” 

“ I have,” said Thomas, with a chuckle of intense seif- 
satisfaction, Fvc been a devilish bad beetle.” 

The thought of his own exceeding immorality seemed 
quite to have restored his good temper. Heavy-minded 
female, you are become brilliant. Never before have I 
experienced a word in season. You may stop, and wv^W 
interview the Dear Friend.” 

Mary, like some females of higher organizations, was 
rarely able to understand the precise value of a satirical 
silence. Everything was cloudy in her brain, and nothing 
precise. vShc had vague ideas that she ought to he good, 
and that served her for aspirations. She had at least three 
decided opinions — that her mother had been very good and 
veryr.kind to her, that 'Thomas ■ was horribly bad and 
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very unkind to her, and uuii ■■ e.-...* 'ly 

preferred ThonniH. She u.sn ro: 

seeking. At present siir na-. ; . ■ .■■; e.-:?;.; : ‘.;;\uk 

and welcomed the Imle 

towards them. They tnU'ue*t ’.::r 

for beetles. Jt is nea. geiaaelA i.e.‘ p,- y o.,-. 

physical cirganizatmti the iiitav" • it ^r-|. 

A beetle is as a rule muAt ttaar , .-uA A./ .1 ttP f|n*| 

a man. 'Fhc ihaoiv'iet iU .1 !r ■. t.i.- A. * . 4 , 

complex as to airnduiclj d.tf\ .) 

“Mr. TiiomasT tlte I )» ai Ef le -.-i-'-rJiuv, i 

am pleased to see m t.ui, I n . .1 ,• v/,t.v 

with tliat inieniimu 1 hail hr, ad v. .-r * j;| 

and like to the, am.l ! !iad a!%M hx.ud ■ wol es.iisr 
rnc—of your past life." 

Quite right/* saa.i I ia.-Jio.' 1 

guilty edOiavitig laid a |sr^! l:|r. . r oE' fluel 

how many heedesta toy ayr hro. r '--o; « > »,■ ■ r..' y.uj 

or other. It is true t!i,if ii w:r. ! e- f i', e.r uuJ 

taken anyone else A, ma. yee- Ami ’./! !A..- • ,,o^ 1 f,r,d 

that dec[>ly/* 

At this the Deai bnend u,**urd e, e ..^iO made 

a fatal rnislake — hr gjru dyeh/** r-oh'--- ' \uw 
Ihomas could stand no m.Oitsrt r; ?.■ '.e: ■ e be. ,oi*r 

it always seemed u* him to JtMO. .01 r--. . ^ ;.*■ ! .itn, rp. 

ti<m o{ the value of 

“ C)h, Mr, llifanas, I out om \n%' /E ? ’ > lyxit n i,//,, 
like that. Ibis is indrao! tio fimr i»a Oie ooj-hu,“? 0 '‘., 
and ytni rec 4 igiii/,e the Ih.i, V«ni fi.or t!:- ^nr.r'A^i 'nih 
You see how disgmtmiU and jf,,! lijoeshlr 

the whole? fd y<iur hie Lo, 

Here he was imermpfetl !h- '.ftiduLotu;' }!»'r.r 

which Ilmmas nuHiri iheirln tmdroua o, leoj-*.’. ui 
catch the remaimirr of the llr:if |•■t■l^ltd■^ -.flrVur 1 hr 
fKJor linle insect corikd down agam a! omr, 1 h* s;ea. ihaf 
enthusiasm would not eho iRn hr Ind l^^rn tjkiu/ liiyj-is 
t<K> fast, and that Hiomas tvas a iirrilr si ho irt|mir 4 l im !v 
treated with a gofid deal of i.hi. llir Hrai Id tend hiiinrlf 
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was unable to stridiilate, and had sometimes felt the want 
of it; but it is not a gift which belongs to every kind of 
beetle. Perha|)s it would be as well to show some interest 
in the process, and then gradually to lead up to more 
serious subjects. He waited till the last whir had died 
away, and tlien he said : 

“ May I inquire how you make that noise? It is most 
interesting,” 

Thomas knew all about it. 

” It is caused,” he answered dryly, by the friction of 
a transversely striated elevation on tlie posterior border 
of the hinder coxa agshnst the hinder mai*gin of the 
acetabulum, into which it Fits.” 

”Ah!” gasped the Dear Friend; but he speedily 
recovered Iiimsclf, ” I'hat is indeed interesting— really, 
extremely interesting.” He was trying to think in what 
way it would he {K)ssil)lc to connect this with more 
important matters. ** Ttilking about fits,” he said, I 
have just conic away from such a sad case, quite a 
y<Hing— 

” I was not talking alxiiit fits, sir,” interrupted Thomas, 
a little irritably, llie Dear Friend hastened to agree with 
him. 

” No, Mr. 1'homas, you were not. I sec what you 
mean, and it*s very of you to correct me. I was 

wrong, I was quite wrong. But you happened to use 
the word fits, an<! that suggests—-” 

” And talkini; alxuit jests,” retorted Thomas severely, 

I don't think this is tlie time for them. When yoiFrc 
calmer, my friend, ant! Ijave got over your inclination to 
make s{K)rt serious sulijects, you will see this. Please 
don't get excited; Ihu not c(]ual to it. You come to see 
me on my death bed, and vvltcn I try to talk alxmi my 
past life, you wax rilKild, and begin to make puns that a 
schcKd-gir! wouki be ashamed of* Vm sorry for you, sir 
—very sorry. Mary, show that bug out. I want to think 
of my latter end, and he interrupts med’ 

*'Oh, dear, dear! ” said the poofi wclPmeaning litdc 
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insect, almost whimpcnni;. T’n jio-J I’. - m.air /i \?’|-v 

bad beginninp, ! liuln’t .. ■:!, P, | p,, 

hope you’ll make aHovuee--. 1 iX; : , 

clever, and Fin very .e:d I'".-:' k,,.! 

education to speak u\, 1':^- ;■ . 

al)Oiit in my humhir wav iruny iPa f 

do want to he y<»tn* really d^vu' luvnd, ..av4 !uv la- w p.,^. ^ 
yearn to 

“Mary," said fita iW.aaTr.Of'd ' I oai 

to show that htig tan, Vvoil o j v ^ , ,, 


drown yoursellr 1 

msi 

H. 

up* :i t:. : • 


U" , nd.. 

and I siuiply caniua 

ilit 

1 1 

wiicn 0 . -u 



“ 1 will go aw,!ya 

if \ 

ra 

W:'X 0, Ms 

. 1 l4« an.., 

ifiu vmi 

will let me et»mr Icj 

.k f 

hi 

i e\ c'T.e. : ' 



“ You wtiuh be 

ahS 


fu M. jU':r 

k., 0 Sh ^ 

a do. vw!t 

yourself.” 






out i m tint g«*my 

* i 

do. ova lOST 



“ W'c'il, you said \un 

vs r 

arv a!u! s*-u *: 

n.. 

,a,i WoV.iv.” 

“ ( )iu Mr. *riu >m. 

1 


rv , 0 ' 



“ Dtju’t ctamaviici 

1 

ks 

r,\ fh'-v ? 


edi^. m a 

young hug like \om 

■m:1s 


\ 1 a 1 0 ; 

a ‘ i » 

u e.j 

self, if IM lHa|nrath, 

M.; 


f * a 0 , ' 

'O , 

T 1 ^a?i 

take her tuav, \\ 

he 

■ j 

.av! \“U ' 


’ - - , «* and 

drown vtmrselvf-. 


^ a 

i t ' ! 


'Srhjov; 


and if I am tpiite tlfaid, vtaa i: 


The Dear In tend lurnrd 


“ Are vt»t{ ni la t.;,*-. 


' 'li.. 

X- ! 

him. ” Von om i{ vt'u hf 

Nh-' 


f ' 1 . Xn! 

as yourself, anti ytuiM y/a 1 

i 1 1 t ‘ ; 

>d' ‘ 

f» d -0 ! *iav 

take her. Fm nrarlv tirad, 

! .! 


hm.“ 

The Dear Ihiriul iii.idr la* irMw 

u- 

-or? k-d Mos 

was rrviii’.r aiyin. ‘{'Iwnita 

•• lu.i , 

d ■ ’ 

i lani.X! up fM 

the climax td fiirv, and svas u»-h ! 


“ ii^mi t? * -t 

series of chuckles, ** ^fca* 

f M? 

in ’ 

aiA, fu* toey^ ! ' 

hiarv, ” vtiu dtuFf love me. 

** 



“ fudc’til ! dcfd* sohlicd 

M.trv. 

“1 k 

\i4i rsri SM 


much ttHt w<“ll '• !nu voiihr tiur!- .md imii m.ihr tha» 

of a vansr - ;mri ynti'ir im iJir." 
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Let IKS,” said Thoinas dryly, be categorical. You, 
like nH,)st otlu'r iVniak'S, say too much at once. Your 
remarks must l)c sifted and answered caicgorically. 
■Firstly, you slate that you love me. Yet you display a lot 
of wet, horrible emotion, in order to hasteti rny end. 
Dunk speak; yiHi knovv you you asked the Dear 

FViend to ecaiie and Ijore me in my last moments; and you 
refused to sit on his head, or sltow him out, (H' stop him 
in any way, ( katsetjiiently I had to stop him myself, I 
had to be alnuj.M nide t<i Inm. Pcrha|)s youkl better go 
after him if you’rt‘ so fond of him. Mess only half-way 
across the path, aiul youll In* aide to catch him up.” 

“Oh, 1,'homas! Em stire I never 

“ W/U yon keefi tjuid? (tank: yott sec that Em being 
categorical? Secondly, yim say that Em cruel. I am, 
and itls not my fault, if ytni and tatlicr people were not 
so abominably hcsivy mindeti, I sliould not: he cnicL You 
prov<ake me. ^’‘ou neednd tell me that you can't help 
being lusavy minded. I kn<nv that, and I never said that 
it was ytnir fault; but it certainly isn’t mine. Nothing 
that I kiunv of ever is anylKnly’s fault. Thirdly, you said 
that 1 made fun of a good cause. You mudiilcr! I love 
most catisr*s, :uul hate most of thcif |uY)moters. Most 
causes are nnldr, attd nnest promt>ters arc prcsumptiKais. 
So far freau tnakint; fitn the* good cause, I did it the 
greatest service by asking the Dtstr Friend to seek an early 
death. That reminds me -you said that I was going to 
die. Stj 1 am, if you diuEi mind waiting ten minutes. 
Why this unsermly haste?” 

At this j'wnnt Mary hreame all tears and disclaimers. 
'' If you ilo tliat,” said Thomas, ” you really will have 
to go. I am alxnit to die, and 1 intend to die my own 
way, wiflunu any weeping females or dear friends. It’s 
much the same with you that it is with man and the 
other lower organisms. I1ic good heart generally goes 
with a had head; and if you have a gtiod head, you 
probably *-iliere, I thouchi so. Do you^scc? The Dear 
Friend <m rbr farther sitlc of the path nas just !>cen trodden 
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on by a passing lalxmrcr. If he’d had a hule more head 
he would have kept om ol: die way, and then lie would 
not have died. Intcllcet is practical: .sihritiudity is not 
Now that is very curious, ior although 1 liavc always been 
a most practical beetle, I have iretiiienily liad "^strong 
spiritual desires, h'or mstance, I olteii alter supper yearn 
to leave this gross and uncomely world, ami bask in an 
impossiiile hereafter.” 

“Ah! ” cried Mary. (Slie liked the ring of his Bg 
sentence.^ Ihose aic luautilul words, ii only you 
would always talk like tliai, inste.id ol insulting those who 
only come to do you gCKal. 1 know the Dear I'ricnd 
made you ttngry; but tlien it’s mu so much what he said 
as what he wanted to say that we must think of.” 

“Ah, yes,^ my dear Mary, most moist and muddle- 
headed, ami it is not so mucli what 1 am as wliat I want 
to be that the deceased hug should h.ive considered. You 
wtic hoi n wa’th a wrong head, ami sti yon form wrong 
judgments. ^ It’s not your fault; nothiug’s anybody’s fault 
Ihc Dear hriend was gmid, but it doesn’t m.itter. I am 
bad, tincl that doesn i matter cither. Nothing matters, 
and I can’t understand anything, and 1 want to die.” 

Thomas threw liimself on' his hack and kicked 
petulantly. Mary entreated him not to give way to 
tempci ; however, he declared that he was doing no such 
thing: that he was trying to think very f.isi, ;uul th;it the 
action of kicking nuuie it [wissihh* to think la.stcr. 
Suddenly he .stop|)ed and recovered his normal position. 

Maty, he .said, “ it is clear to me, ;iml 1 will make it 
clear to you, that nothing matters. Suppose sonituhing 
had an optical delusion, and the <ij>tic.'il delusion died, and 

had a ghost ” 

“ But it couldn’t, Thomas.” 

I know that. I am only a.sking you to suppo.sc it — 
and the gho.st went to sleep, and dreiimed th;tt he wa.s 
clretiming, that he was dreaming ” 

Oh, don’t go on! you’ll only tntikc your poor head 
ache! ’> 



THE GIRL AND THl. UI-lHTl- 

“Do you think the somolhing would cure \ii\ nuuh 
what happened in its optical tlclu.sion's yh-.Ti, dre.uo 
dream’s dream? Yet tlu; innermost ol ilte ihue dieaue. 
would seem to he perlectly real tmd tlu- appau-nt .<-alus 
would be due to itart ol the prevtotts expcneiu e t.i ttie 
something, which would he liUcrfaJ -tir, rather, relle, ird 
— througlr the whole series.” _ 

“ That will do. Please don’t go on. I lUm t umler 
stand a word ol it, and it’s no use. Oh, do let tn. t.tlk 

You are going to understand it, l.ti lu-.uled one, 
You think that’ you exist; that everything is real. I iosv 
do you know tluit it is so? When you tite.un voit 
imagine that the dre.un is ipiite re.il; but vou u,*ke up 
and find that you are wrong. Now suppose the .s(nnr- 
thing one dtty Itat! a thought, ih.u went ihiough -t 
miiriou optical delusitJU.s, a lullioti ghosts, aiul a tulltoit 

dreams ^ • 

“ It's not u bit oi intcrptoluicu Mury. I c;ui I 

imagine numbers like that/’ 

‘‘ That th<mght might ultimately take the lorm id um 
workk nf wltieh U 'Vhmnas, the beetle, am a iiUiNuler- 
able part. Hane is notlung imprsihle alwnu that, ll 
may be st>, aiul 1 am inilmed tn tliittk that it is sn, 
becaussc sornetliing inside me seems \u be sirugght^i* 
get back m its tirigiu. Ihti ii it is st^ it nutst hr peifrclly 
clear to you lliai tmiliing imitiers, because n«aihiiig is reah 
and nothing will h*e real til! it gets back again t«i? ihe — 
the something! 

“ I doiht understand itd' said Mary: are >oti iiiiue 
sure tliat it tlucsihl iouluse ytai at all to itiink ihal 
way? 

“Absolutely stire,** saiti ^Ihiuuas, vvltich uais uniitic.^^ 

“ And how do you gei back again fo the someihiiig? 

“That/* said Thomas dry!)% I ^vill show you in a 
few niiiiuies as I said before^ you tlo not iiiii'id 
waiting.'’ 

For a shciit lime neiiiicr cd ihem. s|xikc., . llic smi* 

.149 



MORE STORIES BY BARRY PAIN 

like the spoiled child who promises to be so good if you 
will only let him stop, was growing more beautiful than 
ever as the time drew near for his departure. He had 
nothing but vapour and light with which to work, and 
yet he produced some very pretty effects. The gravel 
path, near which Thomas and Mary were lying, led into 
the road which skirted the edge of the common; along 
this road was a line of detached villas. The sun did the 
best that he could with them, but felt that he could not 
do much. The last house in the line was much larger 
than the rest, and stood in much larger grounds. The 
advertisement had described them as being park-likc, and 
they certainly contained quite enough trees almost to 
hide the house from the views of those who passed on 
the road. The sun had found out one of the windows 
through the foliage and was making it blaze. He liked 
doing that. He could see a good deal of the house and 
grounds; in point of height he had the advantage of 
passers-by. He could see two tennis-courts, the players, 
groups who had gathered to look on, others who strayed 
aimlessly about and tried to prove they were not 
suburban. It was all cup and conversation, and it rather 
bored the sun, who has a masculine mind. None of 
the people in that garden were aware that rather less than 
half a mile from the house a remarkably fine beetle was 
dying in his sins; if they had known it, they might 
jossibly not have cared. 

When Thomas began to talk again, he appeared to 
be continuing a line of thought of which he had not 
considered it worth while to give the beginning. 

“ So the truth of the matter is that a beetle did once 
get there — right up beyond the stars, but he never carried 
a man there. Aristophanes said he did, but that was an 
etiological mytli. He made up the story to account 
for a prevalent belief that man could rise to higher 
things.” 

“That was what the Dear Friend always said,” 
murmured Mary reflectively. “ Cows, and pigs, and 
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men, ;uui I'owE ci\u never get up there — only beetles, 
k’s all kepi for them.” 

“ AikI it's not what i say,” reUirted 'riiomas .sliar[>ly. 
“ I’ve got belter things to do in my last tnoinenis tiiaii 
to waste them in tiv, feeing with anylKidy. I’he mistake 
the titan made was not in supposing tliat lie could rise. 
All beasts e;tn rise, as niiieli as we can. His mistake 
was in rejeiling the supernatural, and thinking that he 
amkl he raiseii only by a beetle. We may have more 
s[)iritiiality titan men. Tit. it is c|niic {tossiblc; they ate 
a htwer organism. We m.iy perha{).s limi it e.isier it> 
soar than they d»). Ihtt I am sure that all are going 
there, jnsl as we are, beyond the stiirs.” 

“ 'I'liat in.iy he line,” saitl M.try, phieking iiji a little 
s[)irit; '* but it leitainly uas noi the opinion oi the Dear 
Ih'iciul. < hily beetles uin rise.” 

“ Do yitn pialei tlte opinions of the Dear Fiienti to 
absolute tiuili: 

" 1 do," saitl Mary prtmdly, 

"Oh, blind atit! fat of temperatttent! ” jThis docs 
not reat! tpiiie tight, but it is a fairly litenri translatitni. 
Thm; .nc no polite English wonls that exactly e.xjiress 
the .silence whnh 'rimin.is itsed^ on this occasion. | ” A 

few days .tgu 1 sv.is down in tite grass by the river. It 
looks sweet and gicen from here. It gntws long, and 
it makes a pleasant sh.idc .those one; hut at the roots its 
all imitl anti muck, Tlrnt is the svay of the world; 
instead of gtumblmg .«i the mud wc might jitsE as well 
he thankful f«»r the gtass; however, that’s not my indiit. 
'Ehe ttiws eaiiie tlosvn to diink while 1 was there. 1 hes‘ 
are nasty, hitnpy .imm.t!s: yon can sec their slobbeiiny, 
months irntl great yellosv teeth as they hnul over one m 
crop the grass. Stime Ireclles get itetvoif., but 1 ihnt’t 
fancy tbrte's any d.uigcr. As one «»f tlitise brutes Mooped 
down, 1 haikcd* tip and saw right into its eyes, ft v\ .is 
like Ittitking into iimtwasurablc disianic. 'Hip- wrir s.nl. 
humble, luisiful eyes; but there was something in them 
which signihetl the coiiseiousncs* of a puir(.»«»e m being. 
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That is my |Haim- -A ■ > ‘ ■' , 

have told aiiyunc ^vliy o .. 

put the reasuu clearly in Os yv,,;; i;,:.;,*.,. 
am much like tlie lu-.ist. 1 j-s. s 

even to myself, tiic icmsi-fM t - uy. 

I think that if all sMiiia.!-* v.V' - 5 
the whole thinit tail m uiiee . k : ■ ■■■ 0 , 
ordinary processes and a a y 

iadiiii’ suifluTo wrum.: ‘-n- a'a: ■ 
n cloud; the imeluani/a • 

language, bur Homcihmg fly :e 0 ;.- ■. 
staiuls it, atni aiw\scr% a .oa.^. a- ■ 
might Hy away ami In- ai ar'.E^ . 

viciioa is strong in me ta-c. 1 las.as' a. .a, 
whal 1 shall hr hroaOnas la a..s- .as,:, 
night that cuirucfiuis paa^s; 

mind like a iaSlmg star. Is; la-s:-'^ a' ■ 

1 aiu'ays ted U,’* 

1 if grin net 1 pie . .a ' . 11 ■■ 

poetry, ami iluii gl .a si ...r : E ^ 
ahva.yH hern r» nr.;, • ; : -'w ' 

broken thetn up aa.air 10 .- 
he cuntinued ; 

“(lows, thrrcl.oiaa i-.ei .■ 
me, anti ihrn*a tiro ‘a,a ■ a' Ira^a I 
ihi’tian i'tecausr I w ■ a ^ -a . .a I as- 

info liieir mrs, .a,u! I i, . a II -a w,. 

hofl^au of fim , < *'.u aaaC ; .’V:- -a 
all logj, al pO' es 4 '' T m; ... .i ; : .. s. > 

you must pimp. ‘I h.' p.-e ■ ■,t. ■ 
you have :;oi tt* Ud- .a m . 1 ^ m* '■ 
selves with s.niog ih.e* ** ■ ; a., •■...a a.e, ■ 
head irruhK . I l.isr t koi : : a 'a a 

imrlleit Is a!! gmir, ,ir.i k: r at i..a; 
Tai IrUt^ iuni, I itimL ^^a-'s-'a 0 .- - 
fur t!nw Imse \intt%, llu, . ui a. a-,., ^ 
dies, i hrv pul! ilir ihwue a ^lod a.;.-; 1 

on the hrrrifs, 40*1 l|ir\ die lae't I, tg. 
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down tlic trees, aiiii poisini tlw rivers. Where a niaii 
comes, death ahwiys hdiows, 't'iies art* niiirderiiN; 
arc hideomJv they iuak(* unpEasam iiuiws, and do 

not under.sland silences; they aic ihe very hnvcsf of all 
creauircs, hm tlu^y are im ilieir way lo a hrrealier. 
Nothini;*s wasted: the very siriiti'si ecotioiuy is pracUsCiL'* 
I canh umk'rsiantf \iH\, I’hotnas; ami I am atraid 
that you arc in.iiini» uurse. It tries ymi m talk, \\1iv 
did you say the hejn Vmis faihny:? The stm is still 
shiniiyu all over m*. ( )h, dhnmas, yoidll hr itotir stain 

—may I ity lunvr I \i\u\tT 

Thomas tlit! not %rcan io Itave heard lier* ** ! have 
been wuktah atai sn taa 1/* he said. ** It was some- 
thiiHi; had itt me th.it will paso And die VtorKl t!tt! 
provoke me ten ihiv; it 'wmde! hr so emotional anti 
stupid/* 

Mary was iryinr, iiiirrservedlys Imt Tliiimas did not 
tuaicc it* 

“ Somethinf,** hr saitk has come into my head which 
wants dtinkiiij; out. Inn I wall not hutlier myself. I have 
the easier way. i h md hve--4or the sake of old dmeit— 
Mary, darling, ! am goitiil to know everything/* 

Then he cnrlo! up his ln;s ijotiily, and tlied* 

Mary stopped using, and rsamined the body. Yes, 
he svas quite dead, I'hrtt nhr sfaiirtl asvay on a ioiirney, 
Thomas had Iren a ssiikeil hrrile, and he had talked 
wrongly in his last nmiiirms, and she was afraid to tir 
near liis hniy. firsides, she had heard of a vacancy. 

The sun hail qiiiir fiinshrd sviili ihc wnrnlow of that 
villa fiiwsg and the paik hkr grounds sverr nrarlv rmpiy. 
On one of the roiiris a Irsv rnfhusiasis svrrr soil pin mg, 
and woiih! eoniiniir lo play midl dtev svrni in in drcHN. 
Out ftiroiigh ihr gate a ytnmg mm ‘..nimrird hmy tlir 
road The ImT of’ an rscaf^d aminal \\4% on his face, 
He had brrii talking iti a mimk*! of wlioiii^lir 

ncilher knew nor siMiiici! lo kmwv* I !c Iwd seen ntithiiig 
of Marjiirifi Iris hosEi daughter^ a cliiW who nhviiys 
pleased and gciwrally aiinwcd him. He lhat lie hid 
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done much lor his hostess; he leiri sniliMrdi prive.tions. 
And now he was glad that the hulk thr \ is!t(»rs -^all 
who were not staying in the lunise leu! gaeie. ! \v tonk 
the path across the comrnoin [lansing to a pipe* witli 
a wax match and an air of rclirl. Hr wallual in the 
direction of the spot wltere tlte dteid Unix ul 'ilnanas was 
lying. 

One of the two nnkcnija Ihrds »ainr ‘diwlv living 
back again. It v\‘as In* to whom thr Muiuinc of 
Magnanimity has Ikth given. 1 h* h.u! pia rid ot his 
companion by some jnetext of an r.ppiammrtu, .itui he 
had come back agaitt to look lor that hri fle. 1 ie suntiped 
down close beside the <!('at! IrmIv t'l thr niMo f, .md turned 
it over with his l)eak. 

“That’s just my luck/' he tnurmuied rtdflv. “I 
never could stand cold meat.” huf iliai was .illect.itbo. 

At tin's rnornent a small stone •arnck flu* -.n'orn'id witliin 
a foot of wlua'e tlie tuikemin Iiird was simnling. fie 
hopped away in an agnrievcai iashion. 

won’t fly away vet/’ he san! 'ulkitv, “it would 
only make the man coneritet:!. Tlirv’i'r a!\v ivf* etmek- 
ing stones^ these fools of men, *hh! ihrv haullv ever hit 
anything. They like to tliinl; that wrVe afiaid of ilteim 
and fm not the least hit alraitl.” 

Another stone missed \w a sixirrnth of an inch the 
bird’s tail featliers, and Mamniniiniiv hiiIi onr scrrain of 
bad language Hew tipwards. Wl'um lie go! rhrre* hr 
found that his nervous attd unketnpt ^snupanittu liatl 
conic hack agaiip am! hat! hern wafijuiig^ hint all the 
time. Then the magj'wniutous jowl svoar worse than 
even There was no- tiouia linir the nnuar. oiir' would 
have a pretty story to tell ahour tliaf pieiended appoint* 
merit. 

The young man, who had ilirowu the stonr-., Y.iniiicred 
slowly up atifi surveyed rlie dra*! hertle, faking, it in his 
hand to examine ir riKirr ekw/lv. I !c’ htirw soim-rhing 
about hcetles™he funl eollcrled them in Ids *a hotildavs • - 
and he saw that this was a large onr of its kiiitl* a line 
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spa iincn. I Ic it into one of his coat pockets, and 

strolled slowly hack a);ain to the house. He had 
originally ineant to go farther, but he had changed his 
intcauion. lie was comparing in his own mind his 
favourite Marjorie, a child not quite fifteen, witlt the 
finish<‘d and ordinary girl as turited out in large 
niiiiihcrs lor the [nirposcs of suburban ttmnis. He was 
also wondering casually why there were any beetles in 
the world, and why he luu! oitcc been so inlcrcstetl in 
them. 

Wlien lie got back to die honse he paused in the hall 
for a second, and tlum went slowly ui>stairs to a room at 
the to[> of the house, uscxl as a scluKilniam by Marjorie 
and hc‘r governess, xMiss i)ean, 

Marjorie was scattal at the talvle writing. She had a 
large h'rcnch diuionary i^y her side. She was dressed in 
dark l>!ue serga'* 1 ler long hair had become a little 
untidy in her suuggjr to In* idiomatic. She had a pale, 
intelligent fai(\ She looked up as the young man 
entered. 

Fin awfully gkai yutFve* eomed' she said, smiling. 

It was getting rather dull, ht*ini» all alone. Did you 

have some goiid sells? 

No, not partuukuiy didtFt play much. 1 talked, 

and made niyscdf usrtul, aui! ate ices, and drank things 
most of the lime. V«ni caiFi see like that/'^ lie struck 
a match, aiul lit die gas, and dim he sealed fiimself at the 
piatio. ** Where's Miss Dean?'* 

** Oh, she went away as usual at half past five, and 
left me diis stuff m do hir to morrow. ^ Fm doing it 
now, because I am going to He down in the drawing 
room tonight. Only three more days lo the luilidays! 

** Have you got any tea? 

Marjorie noikled her heat! Ui wartis a table at the si<lc 
of the room. '' Tliey brought it m aNitii an hour ago,** 
she said. ** Ids «|intc cold— will you ring for some 
more?'** . 

“No, tlmnks/’ !ic answered, as he got up and helped 
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(ii'cy opciicil the piece, l<H>ket! at il HUspickHtsiy, Nla|>peii 
the inlnHiucliiHi, played a leu rmra troin ihie hria paj,e. 
glanced at the liitii page, then sliut it up, aiuJ [Hit it hauk 
a^aiu on tla* lop oi the piano vvilii a mgii. 

‘‘ I hate that tiio/' .said iXia.rjea'ie. '* Piay the thing 

you played to them last night in tlic drauhug room/' 

Viui uan'eith in the tlrawini; iaiom last nightd' 

** No, luit iny hedioiinds jiia. alan'e, and I could hear* 
it. It went like tins/' Site hiunnied a i(‘W bars. 

Maurice began to play oiae more. ii: vras a mis 

chievous, t< nder, e.»enirii' Iniie d.nice ihai went lauglo 

ing about flir plant » as it it uere rn.uL .Niarjorie had 
fiuishcd her udiL, aiul o^st* Irotu die table atul stooil 
bcKule hinn uatthiny, imn v. itlt iiark, aileniive e)cs as 

he played. She was think io}t lleU site liked Klaurice. 

He kiiew the lieju ua\ lo tieai her. Aumi |n!ia treated 
her like a hahw and tJther Msilors often ap|ieared lo be 
under the iinpo'NSHui that v.hihlren like iiuiiiity. Her 

father was radun- an apatlunc man, yet he had the 

siiiceresl afhstiou ha' his wde, his rally daughcer, and 
young Maurice < ory, i le had many atajuaintances, hut 
no other frieials. He had hern ’* Mevnt:r anti Sonsd* 
who tlitl gteat thing, s in inai, inn lie dis[s»sed tii his 
business to a uuiipany soon t.4t.er In** marriagt’* He was 
alisiirheil in the stiniy ol p*acholug\\ and matle many 

curious espeiinirnts upon hnnsell* In one ta two ol 
tlicse vouiu* fVlauiite Inid hern ol some seiuiee lo him. 
Blit in his’lannlv afhanom*. his souhes. or his cxperi 
menis, hr shoun! vny Imie einhnsiasm. He neua* 
expccfcit lo gel ineal lesoits. '* l.'he rvitleiue is so had/* 
lie salt! lo Maui ire* oiue, spealving ol Ins lawnuiir pni 
suit. **(hi my \nh|r^l men lie olien inienniciahs ; and 
often deceive dienisrlves aiol he iiiiiritcaidrnads, aiul 
rarely speak dir fiiiih* Ah-t* ! Inal oui nuae and more 
that ! canrmi even trust my own senses. The luiiiian 
brain h a shockingly ilcireove itBitymcni. He was 
a little sensidvc, and to visiiori in liii hoiisc—wiih the 
exception of Maurice— hr would talk of aiiyiliing but 
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psychology. Psychology, he lound, was a thing they 
never understood at all, and at \vlucli they generally 
laughed. Marjorie’s luoihcr, Mrs. Meyncr, was not so 
apathetic or so pessimistic, but tltcn her liuii/.on was not 
extended. The circle oi: Iter Iriciuls and relations gave 
her enough to think about aiu! to make litc worth living. 
She was a very gentle, unscllisli wcaiiaii, ;ind liad a pro« 
Yoking knack oi sincerely liking nearly cvcr)l)ody. Her 
half-sister, Julia, had the oi>i)u.siie knack ot hating nearly 
everybody. Julia was old and uninarrieik and had a 
wonderful tongue; she dressed [Halcs ily, had snowy hair, 
a kind face, a sweet smile, gentle ways, and a perfectly 
venomous disposition. Marjorie did not like Iter Aunt 
Julia. She did not like Miss Matthieson mncli better— 
a sentimental woman. Miss Dean was too dully a person 
to like exactly; Marjutic ^■^pelted lier sometimes. But 
she did like Maurice, and she liked the music that he was 
playing now. 

'riiat is awfully uiccA she said, when the piece was 
finished. What is it? ” 

Marjorie’s aunt Julia had asked flic same cjucsiion of 
him the night before in the drawing ronm, and he had 
told her tliat the i>iecc was by Cdicig whidn was untrue, 
and which he knew to be untrue. 1 h* was not aware 
that that cheerful, spiielul, and hmnbly intv'llectual old 
lady also knew that lie was lyitig. i le had idt it better 
to hlasphemc the name of ( u’i<a> tlian to ipve lier a chance 
by owning that he had ce>in[>o-.ed the thin'; himself. lie 
was a young man of dangenaiNly diveist' talents. He 
was just at the end of his liro \v.\i at (-amhridge, and 
was reading for tine (Ilassical 'Tiipus. I\uw the dla.ssical 
Tripos is a jcakHis misUt'ss, and admits oi no rivals. 
Nevertheless, he had become a \'vr\; iaii oar, was socially 
popular, and had devoted iuncli nme it* psyJadigy and 
more to music. Hie end ot suHi a iourse is gctimlly 
failure. He did not miiul telling Marjorie ai)out the 
little dance he had just been pkiyiiig; 

“ Well,’’ he said, I have a general impression that it 
15H 
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is mine; l)ut there’s a loucii of Grieg about it. in fact, 
I risketl telling your aunt Jtilia last night that it was 
Grieg's. 1 daren’t tell lier it was mine.” 

” Ves,” said Maijorie .sadly, “ .she is awful. She pans 
me gently on the head, and tells me I’m a good little 
child, ;md that I may run awiiy to the nur.sery and play. 
It’s perfectly niaiidening. She knows as well as I d<j 
that I’m nearly lifleen, and that it’.s alwoltite nonsense 
to talk like that. She docs it on purpo.se to make me 
angry, and 1 hate hetng tingry.” 

Maurice look a long sip at his cold tea. 

” Yes,” he s.iid, ” the people m tliis world want .Stirl- 
ing. Have linisheii your piece about the hectic and 
the gridirons .r 

" t)h, yes! 'I'heie’s lu.thing in it rciily alxnit grid- 
irons, hut ;t beetle coincs into it a dead beetle ” 

“ By Jove! ” s.iid Main ice suddenly, thrusting his hand 
into his jioeket, " th.u reminds me! " He pulled out the 
dead body ol 'I hum.is, and laid it carefully on the table. 

" There,” he s.iiil, '* what do yon think of that? ” 

It’s peiiecily horrible,” said Marjorie. “ Where did 
you get ii.^ What liid you dtt it for? " 

1 strolled on to the common alter tennis for a .smoke, 
aiul I happened to liiuJ it. I nseti to collect these things 
when 1 was at .school. 1 suppo.se f picked it up from 
force ot habit, hut I’m .sure 1 tlon’t know. Yon ought 
not to call it honihle, yon know. It’s really a fine 
specimen of its kind." 

Marjorie Itnikcil at it more chisdy, turning it over with 
the end ol ;i penhoUicr. 

“ Do you remeinher saying just now,” said Maurice, 
“ that things whiclt were tiilferent in one way were 
generally dillcrciu in another? Beetles arc ililfcrcnt from 
u.s; they Ciin't do the same things; wc despise them; they 
haven’t as good a time. Perhaps they can dt) things wc 
don’t know anytliing alniut; pcrluiiis they despise us; 
{icrhaps they arc gtting to have a better time in some 
other world. ’What arc all the stars for? ’* 
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Marjorie wrinklcrl lier l)rows, aiui kuivcd oiii’ tiny 
slipper half off. 

1 almost think 1 see wliat you meat; 

“ I am not at all sure I mtuuit aiiyihiu;’/' said M.uiricc, 
It was just a suggestion/’ 

Marjorie had thrown down tiic penhiililciy and taken 
the body of Thonitts in her liaiHk 

“Beetles rnigiit have some secrets that we know 
nothing about, liut Miss Dean says that all instats were 
sent into the world for the birds to eat.“ 

Maurice was silent lor a motticnt. 1 Ic was rcrncmbcr- 
ing that Miss Dean had remat ked to lum die tlay before 
that she considered that die liirds liail lu/eu created to 
kill the insects. “ 1 should like to talk tlae t[uestam over 
with a beetle. Now I must be oil ami dna^s/' 

When he had gouc au old tiick oi M.ii|(aie‘s younger 
days came back to her. Site had olint, \i\ Uw habyhoock 
held conversations with voiceless or iuanimdaie things, 
such as dolls or cats, am! on one occasiun, after a stormy 
music lesson, site hiui made dte jnauii [u’l anise* to ;nj/(r 
the music come out riglit next time. S\iV leu! always 
to do the s[)eaking for titein, so it \wis tiot quite com 
vincing; hut it was helptul and consoiainn in its way. 
And now she began to talk to tlir hrrdc aloud, luddiiig 
it on the [Klim of one little wlhie Iniml : 

“ licetlc, tell me your secrets. 'I'd I rue all your 
secrets/* 

I'licre was siicrice, 

** I want to know il beedes are as as inrn. Arc 
they? Arc liiey belter than men? Are tlieic better 
thin^gs than wc ever ihink of doing, wist* h we* mig.ht 
do if it was only [Uissihle m think oi them? /M mil 
me. I woi/t tell anybodvi cKceyn Mmiicr am! imimma, 

il: slic asks me, but she woi/n Von no’e/// irll me- it’s 

quite safe/* 

Ihcrc was only siknee; but, tlien ii has been proved 
already that .silence is a beeikks mrlhiHl of speech. 
JArhaps the spirit of Thoniai , svas there and answered 
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her; perhaps it was elsewhere; perhaps lliomas never 
had a spirit. 

Marjorie put the beetle down again on the table, with 
a laugh at hcrsell tor her silliness. 

In the drawing Hjoin that night, she saw very little of 
Maurice. Aunt Julia looked as }:)ericct and sweet and 
gentle an old lady as ever; and lu*r conversation was just 
as poisonous as usual I ier temper most even have been 
a little worse than normal. She coinnicnccd to talk 
about psyclailogy with Mr. Meyner, becattse she knew 
that he hated discussing it willt the uniiutiatcal. She 
insisted that he was jokmg~the poor mati nc‘ver jtjkcil; 
he was hall carnestticss and luilt apathy— and she told 
him untrue sKJiies. When he escaped, site iastciua! on 
to Miss Matihiesoiu who was a sentimcniai and ignorant 
wonKuu with a tle.sire to love art. She invented an 
entirely ikiitious picture <d 'rurner, described it, and 
gave its precise pc^silion in die National Ckdicry; she 
fmaliy matlc Miss Maitlueson talk about it, become 
cnrapturctl uIhuu it. and coniess whai her scnsatu>ns were 
when she iirst saw it. She did not enlighten her; that 
would have been too crude an cnitaymeiu lor Aunt Julia. 
Her smile became just a little sweeter, and she assured 
Miss Matthies^m that site had learned much from her, 
Maurice Circy had, lor reasons tif Iris own, been playing 
Chopin’s Imncral Mariln And is that also by Grieg? 
she asked him, kjoking ititercsicd. 

No, it is notd* he sakl shortly* He knew very well 
that Aunt Julia knew very well what he had been 
playing; and he saw what she meant by her question. 
Oh, please tion’t he angry with me,” site saltl ** Tm 
no musician, you know, Mr. <.,ircy her knowledge of 
music was, as Maurice was aware, con.sitlerahly above 
the average-'*” and I make stupid mistakes. Lust night 
you played a linlc dance which you told me was by 
Grieg. Now, I never should have known ii; I thought 
it was pretty enough, but just .a little weak and— well, 
almost amateurish, you know.. You played it again in 
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beetles, and what beetles think about men, and i£ they 
know anything that we don’t.” 

“ Yes, treat it kindly,” said Maurice, smiling. “ Much 
can always be done by kindness.” 

Marjorie went out of the room laughing; but on the 
following morning, when she appeared at breakfast, she 
was very cjuiet and subdued. A note came frozn Miss 
Dean, regretting that — “ owing to a slight indisposition ” 
— she was unaltle to come to teach Marjorie that morn- 
ing. Even the prospect of a day’s holiday did not seem 
to cheer her up. Maurice found her alone in the garden 
about an hour afterwards. 

“ Whtit’s up, Marjorie.? ” he said. “ Aren’t you 
well? ” 

“ Oh, yes. I’m always well — I’ve got .something to tell 
you though. I saw it la.st night.” 

“Saw what?” 

“ The beetle.” 

Mtiuricc was a little startled. He too had had a 
curious dream in which the beetle had figured. “ Look 
here, Marjorie,” he .said; “ I’ve nothing particular to 
do this morning, and I believe you’d be the better for 
a walk. We’ll go over to Weyford, and then go up 
to St. Mtirgiirct's, if you don’t mind climbing the 
hill.” 

“ Oh, that woukl be lovely ! That’s just the thing. 
We shan’t get hack to lunch, you know.” 

“ I'hat’s all right. We’ll lunch in Weyford. I'll go 
in and talk to Mrs. Mcyncr about it, and you go and get 
ready.” 

The morning sunlight and the cool wind made walk- 
ing plea.sant. I'hat unkempt bird, whom we have called 
Magnanimity, was taking <mt t|uitc a young bird for a 
little cxercLsc. They saw Maunce and Marjorie walking 
together. 

“ Those are men,” said the young bird. “ Bless your 
heart — I’ve seen lots of ’em." 

“ Just drop that,” said Magnanimity sternly 
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about the beetle. Your bedroom seemed hot and 
stifling.” 

“Yes, that’s all true— how did you know, Maurice? 
—but it has not got anything to do with it.” 

“ Marjorie, if you’d never had that coflce, you’d have 
never had that dream. Now, then, let’s liear it. Ifll try 
to keep awake, l)ut walking always makes me sleepy.” 

“ After I had said gotKl niglu to everybotly, 1 went up 
into the schoolroom ;nul got the beetle, l>ecausc I was 
afraiti the servants might throw it away in the morning, 
and y()u said you wanted it. I UH>k it into my t)wn 
room, and [)ut it down tm a table. All tlic vvliile I was 
undressinjt, I kept thinking aliout it ami wondering if 
beetles and other things could really understand, or if ir 
were only invn and women who knew about things, and 
if all the world \ven^ just made for y;> alone. Before I 
got ituo bed I [licloai the beetle up, and said to it, 
* Bc<alc% you’ve got to come into my dream toouglit, and 
tell me all al)out it. Don’t forget.’ C)^ ccnirsc that was 
just a fancy. I didn’t really think it could understand 
what I said, or tlnit it would come. I’m not a baby, 
though Aunt jtilia treats me like one stanclimes. Well, 
for a long time 1 couldn’t get sleep, hut at last I did.” 

” And iIk'h ilie Intlle came and suifocated you, or 
threw you aver a precipice,” remarked Matiricc drowsily. 

No, that’s not a bit like ir. I don’t know how long 
[ had been asleep, hut I dreamed that I woke up sud- 
denly, and that the int^oniight was streaming in at the 
wind«)w. Right to the midillc of the moonlight was the 
beetle, standing up on his Iiiml legs. He had gnnvn 
ever so much bigger, and was as tall as 1 am. ’ (.4)mc 
on, now/ he saicl. ’ ilttw much longer arc you going 
to keep me waiting? Vm late, as it tsd 

” I didn’t feel the least hit afraid of !iim. 1 just asked 
him where we were going, He o^icned the window, and 
jxjinted upwards. ^ Well,’ I said, * you must wait till I’m 
drased, else I shall catch coidd However, he wouldn’t 
wait, and m I got out of bed. We climbed up on to the 
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table in front of the window. ‘ Now then,’ he said, 
‘ you must keep hold of my fore-leg, or you’ll fall.’ We 
didn’t fly or walk; we floated out of the window^, and 
then upwards, going very quickly and steadily, as if a 
wind were blowing us. As wc were floating up, the 
beetle’s head changed till it became just like Aunt Julia’s. 
‘ Marjorie’s an unnatural child,’ it said in Aunt Julia’s 
voice. ‘ She doesn’t care for dolls—docsn’t care for 
anything except music and Maurice.’ ” 

Maurice had an unworthy and needless impression that 
the girl was making some of this up. He looked at her 
curiously, as thougli he were going to say something; but 
he refrained, and she continued her dream : 

“ I didn’t quite know what to say, but I told the beetle 
that he was entirely wrong— tliat I liked [)apa and 
mamma very much indeed, and rather liked almost every- 
body. Then I asked him Itow he managed to .speak, 
being a beetle, and how he could hear me speak. He 
told me that neither of us had spcjkcn a word : when I 
contradicted him, he said that if 1 had gone back to my 
own room I should have found that my real body was 
still lying asleep in bed. * Now,’ he pointed out, ^ you 
':an’t speak without your body— so that is proved.’ Then 
le said that beetles never spoke, and that as a matter of 
act we were not speaking, but just understanding each 
other’s silence. Still, it seemed just like speaking. We 
must have moved very quickly, because by this time wc 
had got quite beyond the mooni. I could sct‘ it ever so 
far beneath my feet, and the stans all scattered about the 
darkness; yet I didn’t remember passing tlicm on our 
way up. I didn’t feel at all cold. As the beetle went 
on talking— it was just like real talking, so it doesn’t 
matter whether it was real or not^ — he stopped being like 
Aunt Julia. He got his own head back again, and his 
own voice — except that sometimes it began to be rather 
like yours. You haven’t gone to sleep, have you? ” 
Maurice had not gone to sleep, and said so, 

“ The strangest thing was that althougli his body had 
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not really clumgctl — except that it was so much bigger — 
it didn’t seem at all ugly now. In fact, I liked to look 
at it, aitd tlidn’t at all mind keeping liold of its fore-Icg. 
I think the beetle must have kmnvn what I was thinking 
about, for all of a sudden he said, as if he were sorry for 
rnc: ‘Poor Marjorie! Poor little Marjorie! 'I'hcy’ve 
taught you all wrung, and they taught me all wrong. 
But I had a glimpse of the right thing: I always knew 
that human beings were not half as ugly as they .seemed 
to be. I s;iid as much, liut it was of no use to talk to 

the Dear I'riend. As for Mtiry - that lat-headeil female 

had believed ,so many other things tliat she lu«l no 
capacity lelt lor believing any more. 1, liowever, had 
got plenty eg room lelt--- t>ii, yes, plenty of room.’ When 
he .saitl that he chuckled in the most horrible way you 
ever hcuixi. ‘ Nenv I come to think of it,’ he went on, 

‘ I believe 1 did say that the httinan breed w'cre ugly. 
It was such a tame thing to believe anything that one 
said; it was a tiling that Mary always did, and so I didn’t. 
Marjorie, il the ginid jieople hadn’t been g<K)d, I .should 
have liketl goodness.’ ” 

“ Hut who were Mary and the Dear Friend.?” a.sked 
Maurice. 

“ I don't know any more than you do. I don’t think 
he liked the Dear b’rienci very much; sometimes he 
seemed to hate Mary, and sometimes he seemed to love 
her and pity her. Now do you know what he told me? 
He said positively that all Iwetlcs believed that they had 
.souls which never died, and that the sun, and stars, and 
everything were inatie for them alone. I’liey believed 
that men, tiiul other anim.tls, had no souls at all. I told 
him Ikhv very absurd that wa,s, and tried to exfdain to 
him what was really ilic case; but he only chuckled 
horribly again. But as we went up higher and higher 
he got more grave, and he didn’t laugh any more; and 
once or twice he said to me quite sadly, ‘ Poor little 
Marjorie, you arc very young K) bother yourself about 
these things. You only know part — only part — and I 
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been making all this up, but I haven’t, I can’t tell you 
what the beetle said, because I don*t l{now. It was about 
you, and it was very important. I don’t even know 
whether it was good or bad. It has gone straight out of 
my memory, and I cant get it back again. I’d give 
anything to be able to remember it. I’ve been thinking 
about it all the morning.” 

I believe you entirely,” said Maurice thoughtfully. 
“ I have had much the same kind of thing happen to 
me in a di'eam.” 

Lie did not add that much the same thing had 
happened to him on the same night. “ How did the 
dream end.? ” he went on. 

“ I awoke directly after the beetle told me that thing 
that I have forgotten. It was broad daylight. But when 
I got up, the beetle was not on the table where I had put 
it. I could not find it anywhere.” 

“ You probably moved it in your sleep. Did you ever 
walk in your sleep.? ” 

“ Once, when I was quite little — almost a baby. I 
had got out into the garden, and my nurse found me 
there.” 

Maurice rose, and the two went down the hill 
together. ‘‘ I wouldn’t trouble about all that if I were 
you,” said Maurice. ‘‘ These things can generally be 
explained in the simplest way when one goes through 
them carefully. Coflfee, the action of the heart, the 
position of the body in bed, the sounds that one hears 
while asleep, all help to explain a good deal, you know.” 

He did not tell her his own dream. He thought, 
perhaps rightly, that a young girl, unacquainted with the 
study of mathematics, might be unduly impressed by 
coincidences which were unusual but did not require a 
supernatural explanation. He did not want to frighten 
her, or let her grow superstitious. Yet during the d^’'^ 
he thought a good deal about the two dreams. 

He had dreamed that he was seated 
the fireplace in his rooms at Cambr 
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some rcwarck stame light, lie had alwj|i ihiiiiiiirij and 
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almost irritaiing. lie iuul bceo at sclun,)!, and suh- 
scqucntly at college, wiih Maurice's guardian, and had 
first met Maurice wlicn lie was a boy ol filiccn; the 
friendship between the hoy auil die middle aged man 
had iornicd slowly, but surely, since then; yet, althotigh 
he gave every sign ol his liking for Maurue, iic never 
seemed to ex[)eci Mauriic to hke him in return; lie 
certainly never realized the adrniratbn which Maurice 
had lor his knowledge and auainmcnis. So too he loved 
his wile and only child dearly, and he knew that tltcy 
loved him; hut lie had never realized how much they 
loved him, and would very possibly Iiavc iluaight such 
love almtzsi irrational. some extent, peihaps, his 

studies had spoiled him; he hat! been groping in the 
darkness alter great things, ami the one result that he 
seemed to have* louiui there was a sense of his own 
insignificance. \et, illogiially enough, he luad never 
thought others insignilH ant ; he had never reached the 
cynical conclusion that nolwaiy matters very much* If 
his frientis and his sympathies were so few, it was not 
because the <»ut%idc world rlid not matter to liim, but 
because he couul not lielicve that lie mauercti to the 
outside worltk lie h.ul died willunat ever h.iviaig learned 
his own value, 

A pared wliich was forwarded to Maurice from Mrs, 
Meyner slunaly afterwards containai the many notc4>Doks 
wliirh her hushaud had fillci! with the evidence he had 
collected, and the work he hatl done, iimi! death inter- 
rupted him* \\ iih them was a simple and pathetic letter 
that he had wriuen to Maurice cm the day before he died* 

“ Look through ilicmd' the letter said, in reference to the 
note-books. ** You will see and understand what I was 
aiming at. If you think it worth while, carry on the 
investigation wliidii I began; i own that it is some 
pleasure to me to think that it is {wsible that you may 
do so; that one who was iniimate with my views, and 
who shared some of my opinions, which arc not generally 
held, may be able to give those views and opinions their 
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justification. But I do ntu. want yuii to j^lcdge yourself 
in any way, nor do I ask you lu give up your tripos or 
your career at college ior the purposed’ 

Maurice |>auscii as lac read tins last sentence. How 
often lie had lliougiu, as iu* tiuiicdi haiglish vexse into 
indiflcrent alcaics, tliai this cla.ssical work could only lead, 
was only educative, could never he considcaed as an end. 
But he caine to no hnal dccisioti luui! lu’ hati sjjctit nearly 
a month in a rajhd survey oi note !HH)ks. They 

startled liini; die nunute accuracy ;uul patience sliown in 
the collection ol evidence were only u hat he expected 
from sucli a man as Meyncr, hut ih.c luilli.uit audacity 
of his theories, the ahnosi savage indejanuicncc of an 
original mind, looked far dilfcteni wlicn [dainly stated 
in black aiul white, than vviten dicy InuJ fallen tiurnbly 
and almost Itcsitatingly irtan the inan's own lijis. The 
romantic side in Maui ice Y character was loudiccl most 
by what was worst irt ivleyner ’s hool^.s; the finished 
and un j)rc‘judiced scliolar wuuhl base shaktm Iris head 
over much that looked like vain imagining, that was 
extravagant, and, so far, unsuppoited. Maurice was 
younger; Mcyncr's fierce opposiiton of att accepted view 
attracted him, and awoke ins pugitauty. lie would 
linger over page alter page oi what seemed to him 
splendid conjecture, of what might have* siaaned to others 
very useless stuff, and say lo hitnsril : “ if mdv one could 
prove that this is so, insteat! of lomdng that it may be 
sot The air ol: coiiviciioii u iih wiia ii Mcyiicr wrote 
down his own views on his own Mslijai gained 
immcasurahly in Matiricc's ryes Irtuii the ju-rsonal 
knowledge whicli iM.inriec had’ oi Meynn’s iK-rpetual 
tendency to undervalue him.ell, and tu divinn.! hiinsell 
in all other matters. Even with thc’.e utws in his mind, 
he hud expected no great: results; he h.nl been too 
honest to support them with any evidence that wa.s not 
thoroughly tested. They seemed icj Maui ice to he the 
guc.s.s of genius; the air of conviction had for him the 
strange attraction of a religious, not wholly rational, 
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faith. He decided to abandon his University career, and 
to devote his time to a further prosecution of Mcyiier’s 
investigations. 

His guardian, who was also his uncle, made very little 
opposition. Maurice had given so much evidence tliat he 
was stable. Lie had an unusually large allowance for a 
young man at Cambridge; and yet he had not run into 
debt. At Cambridge the wealthy are the most in debt, 
because they have most credit and most temptations. As 
a matter of fact, Maurice never had considered the 
financial side of anything; it had simply happened that 
he had never wanted more than he could well afford. 
But this weighed very much in Maurice’s favour with 
his guardian. He felt that his nephew was a man who 
understood value, and could be trusted. The property 
to which Maurice would succeed, when he came of age, 
made it unnecessary for him to adopt any profession ; nor 
did it bring with it any of those special responsibilities 
for which a special training is supposed to be necessary. 

Maurice, therefore, spent the next two years abroad, 
for the most part in Paris. He had carried with him an 
introduction to a physician at one of the Paris hospitals, 
who sympathized with him in his work, and was able to 
be of great assistance to him. In this man he gained a 
friend; in other respects these were years, it seemed to 
him, of disillusion. One by one the great, beautiful 
theories had to go; a tiny meagre fact would start up, a 
fact that meant liut little to the ordinary observer, and it 
would be strong enough to overthrow years of work, and 
send the conjecture on which they were founded to some 
limbo for lost absurdities. He had long ago been aghast 
when he had tried to realize how vast is the amount of 
the things that no man knows. And now for “ knows 
he put can know/" 

Mrs. Meyner and Marjorie had also been abroad, but 
he had seen them very seldom in those two years. 
Marjorie seemed to be slowly changing; he was no longer 
the recipient of childish confidences. She was grave and 
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I'lIE GIRL AND THE EEl.'TUi 

McyiKT, coukl hiivc a voice in the matter; the marriage 
was one ot the things that the {terverse oki woman had 
made up her mind to tirrange. 

“ I’m glad that dear old latly likes rnc,” said Maurice. 
“ I always liked her- I really did. She was hill ol' such 
.striking and impressive contrasts the soft, purring voice 
and the ill tempered words her gentle, pe.icclul lace and 
her ie.arlul pug, nacity. And 1 like hei more because she 
has been good to you, you say.” 

Dili you ever," asketi M.u'jorie, hurriedly going tt) 
another subjeit, " lind out .mything new about the 
intelligence <il the brute creation." ” 

1 think I used to tell .some lies about a iavouritc 
terrier of mine once, .uul maiie mysel! believe them. No, 
Marjorie, th.it h.is not been my iinc. It has been quite 
enough to liial out that 1 aiu! ton, and till the rc.st of us, 
have got no intelligeiuc wmtli inemioning, none that will 
do a thotisaiulih p.iit oi wh.ii vve want it to do. What 
made yon ask tiiat? ” 

“ I w;is tliinking .ihont th.it beetle you found on the 
common when you were stopping with us oiirc, and 
about the dre.iiu I h.td." 

“ Ah! I rememher ili.it.” 

“ I never iouiul the dead beetle, although I hunted 
everywhere fur it, .itui 1 never rcmcmbcicd what it t«»Id 
me alwui you.” 

“ I did not tel! you at the time, Marjorie, but I had a 
dream alMiui the beetle that same night. It came to me 
that night and told me rverythiitg f wanted to know — 
the things I have hren working at for the last two years. 
Of cour.se, they were .ill gone when I awoke, hut I catt 
rementhcr it s.(ying ih.il 1 slumld kntiw them .ill one day. 

I ttm afraitl tliat dead beetle lied.” 

“ Mauriee," said Marjorie sudtlcnly, “ sometimes a 
thought flashes aenns my mind that in a miiniic I may 
be dead. I tlon'r know even wliat life and death mean; 
yet I h.ave to live and die, TTicrc arc stars alxrve me, 
but I do not kntnv why they are there. There are beasts, 
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Maurice the only important thing that ever had happened 
to him; the psychological studies, which had brought him 
so much disappointment, appeared in a new light as a 
plaything that had seemed to amuse him until love came. 

This did not happen at Paris. Maurice had returned 
to England, and all of them — Mrs. Meyner, Marjorie, 
and Maurice — were staying in Aunt Julia’s house. It 
was a lonely old house, much too big for that one wicked 
old lady; it stood outside a North Yorkshire village, just 
where a grand, dignified old hill drew back its skirts, 
with a sharp sweep, from contamination with human 
dwelling-places. Aunt Julia owned quarries at the foot 
of the hill, and got therefrom more money than was 
good for her. The time was December, and the moors 
looked bleak and cold. But it was a comfortable house. 
Aunt Julia had devoted her many years to the study 
of comfort — -her own comfort. “ There is nothing to 
shoot,” she explained to Maurice, ‘‘ except my tenants 
down in the village. You can shoot them, if you like. 
There’s the library, though, which is good, and you can 
smoke anywhere you like ” 

“ But you used to hate smoking? ” said Maurice. 

“ My dear Maurice, there are two of me, and you used 
to know the wrong one. Down in the village they 
mostly know the wrong one, and they call her, I am told, 
the hell-cat, which is rude of them. Yes, you can smoke 
anywhere. If you and Marjorie want to go out of the 
house — which is a thing I never do in December— I 
believe there are some horses round at the back. If there 
is anything wrong about the horses, or Pilkin, or any- 
thing that is his, just tell me, and I will say a word or 
two. I believe the man presumes on my ignorance. 
You can go and see my quarries, or my cottages; but 
you had better not go to the cottages, because they have 
no drains. I should like to give them some drains, but 
the tenants won’t let me. They are poor people, and 
a strong smell makes a difference to their colourless 
existence/* 
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Perhaps it was because Marjorie at that moment 
looked towards tlic sunset. It seemed so far away from 
her, and yet so desirable. She had the fancy, common 
among children and poets, that the dying light looked 
the gate of some wonderful [ilace to be seen Itcrcafter. 

'‘Maurice, Maurice! ” she cried. "Look at that. I 
have the lost, [uisoned feeling again when I look at it. 
It is too far awayd' 

That rhght ended all There were beautiful things to 
conie, so it seemed to l)oth of tluan, such poetry and love 
as never had been before; and all was stopped by an 
accident, one commonplace accidettt, almost tex) poor to 
be put into a story. 

Marjorie had been subdued, alntost depressed; she had 
talked hut little at dinner cn* afterwards. Mrs. Mcyner 
and Marjorie both went to bed rather early, Maurice, 
restless from liis love' passion, had gone to walk and smoke 
for an hour on the fell side. Aunt Julia sat before the fire 
in the drawing ntcan, waiting for Maurice to return, 
reading a favourite cluipter of Gibbon. 

I'or souic time one would have said that Marjorie was 
sleeping quietly and peacefully. Then suddenly she sat 
up in 'bed, her c'yes still closet!. She began talking in 
her sleep, ‘‘dell me! Caunc back again and tell me. 

I unll know. 1 am on the verge, and-and-”^^ She 
stopped talking; tpiickly site movtal fn>m the lx;d to the 
drc.ssing tabic/ and her*fingcr.s himbled impatiently with 
the opening oi her dressing- ease. She h\d drawn up the 
hliml, and the nuaudiglu slume straight upoti her. Her 
lips were slill mclving, hut im sound came. Shcp>pcncd 
the dressing case and !<H»k fmm it a glass jar which was 
fined with <M dead rose leaves. vShe Itad filled it herself 
long before, when she was a chiU.L She unscrewed the 
silver top, and began to take out lltc rose leaves very 
carefully. At the hotiom of the jar she foiiiu! the thing 
for which she had treen Icxiking, and laid it on the palm 
of her little white hand. It was the withered tody of a 
large drad beetle. 
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THE OCTAVE OF CLAUDIUS 


CHAPTER I 

Mus. WvuiiKRi.i-.Y was not quite old. She .seemed always 
to be keeping one ltK)t on tlie tail of her youth; the poor 
thing squeaked, but could not quite break away. In her 
coavcr.saii<m she wovild often drag you, all tremulous, with 
her into the confessional, where you found, to your dis- 
apjKiintment, that she had no sins, only errors of diet. 
She was by way of licing a woman of the world, with 
the world left out. its place in her Erciston Square salon 
was taken by the world’s understudies. Henry Burnage, 
who for years hatl m.tde her salon a habit, would torture 
himself at times with the thought that he was only a 
fashionable m.in’s understudy; but the torture did not 
persist, for his ttpiniou of himself was high and on the 
whole stable. Of the understudies there were many; her 
rooms were full on Sunday evening. Mr. 'Wycherley 
would be seen there sometimes; he sat in corners, and 
was mildly disappmving; he ma^ic the money and Mrs. 
Wycherley .spent it. htiil, he acknowledged that his 
daughter Angel.i must have every chance, and the salon 
was in some sense a ch.tnce. More oftcit Mr. Wycherley 
did not show himself. 1 le liketl to take a walk on Sunday 
cvcning.s, and he ireijucntly ttxtk it. He had a dislike, 
not wholly irrational, to the salon. Reason was a strong 
point with him. 

“ Be rational, Jessica,’* he would frequently say to his 
wife. “ I only ask you to be rational" 

When he went his walk, she alluded to his headache. 
Nobotly minded. He was not the attraction, neither was 
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irritably, He does, but you needn’t think that lie 
deceives anybody.” 

I don’t wish that lie should, dear; iar from it. 'ilie 
queen herscll may kiunv that he’s hired for the evening 
for all tliat I care. When one is entertaining a great 
number oi people, one sup[>leniems one’s staff. The very 
best people have* to do it.” 

“ Ves,” tliauled Angela, “ but they have a stall to 
supplement. Ah, if we wert* only quite pm:>r! 

Angela, that is really wicked. If you dislike our 

means (air moderate means ymi w’ould dislike poverty 

still more. Wc do <jur best, and it’s too ungrate! ul of 
you. Mind, I don’t say that 1 am not foiu! (d a httlc 
society myscll ” 

“ Oil, niamm.i, d< ar! deudt lie intolerable! ” 

** I don’t know what you mean. But I do koow» that 
it*$ chiefly for your sakr that your father consents to ihcsc 
Sunday evenings. And you know that it’s the dream of 
our lives to s<*e Viui happily rnarried~like Maria. Poverty 
would be tn }nu late’s theatcsi Curse,” 

** Mr. Iktriuigc liilil me tomight that he tfvought families 
whose income just touchtai the four tigures really IkhI the 
hardest fight against \tilganty; hut he added, f^'om con- 
jeciurc and a subsequent politeness, that all things were 
possildc to getutis. We have the fatal income without 
the genius, 1 fancy.” 

” Ah, Mr. Burnage is one cjf these rather dever young 
mem I d<mh uiiderstatiil Vim But lie looks very well in 
a room. Angela, my dear, i must hunt myself up a little 
supper. I hadn’t any. I dare ik*i cat wlien Fm feeling 
nervous. It tinly means ihai I wake with a fluttering in 
my side and feci as if flic ange! of death h.ul siimmoiHn} 
me. ril just go into the dining-room and sec what I 
can reamed' 

She retiirncd in a niiniite with a ch*imp;igne4xitilc~ 
■Still loyal to the iliircl of its conrcnis—and a plate and 
small tumbler. On the plate was a cold cutlet in aspic, 
and a silver fork; on the |»rtion‘of the plate which still 
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finuh, thuik I w.iuf to ia„niv. ! H-r.l Imi | lion'f 
1 aaraiul\ don't u. : r to 1 .at\ ,r . -i inialrrhrcd 
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By the time that Mr. Wycherley had entered, Angela 
had composed herself. Mr. Wycherley was short and 
bald, with a slight tendency towards rotundity. 

“I have had such a walk,” he said, with enthusiastic 
satisfaction, as he took a distinctly unconifortahle chair. 

“ I went as far as Putney by an omnibus, just as 1 .said 1 
would, then I struck across the common — wonderful place! 
—round by the mill (thinking about Richmond, you know), 
and then olT to the left into Wimbledon (changed my mind, 
you see). From Wimbledon I took train to Waterloo, and 
walked to the club. I found B(xlger.s there, and wc split 
a bottle of old port, liodgers would pay. I hope you’ve 
all enjoyed yourselves as much as I have.” 

“ It’s been a most successful evening,” -said Mrs. 
Wycherley. 

“Do you like the new champagne, jessiett? " 

“ On the whole 1 think it an improvement.” 

“ Sixpence :i bottle cheaper— that’s what it is. Be 
reasonable, Jessica, and don’t pretend to know anything 
about anything. There, kiss me, and good night, Angela-, 
it’s time you were off to bed.” His lijts smacked on her 
forehead, hers bru.shcd his check. “ Sixpence a houle 
cheaper,” he murnnired to himself again, atid went off 
with a mild a()proach to hilarity. 

Mrs. Wycherley turned once more to her ilaughtcr. 
She was feeling quite optimistic. 

“ I notice, Angela, that you talk a good deal to Henry 
Burnage.” 

“ Do I? Fm glad you mentioned it, mamma. I won’t 
do it in future. As a rule, I talk to anyone who isn’t 
talking to anyone else.” 

“ I haven’t a wort! to say against your manner. It isn’t 
the old-schtK)l, .stately manner exactly." 

Angela leant forward, her cUkjws resting on her knees, 
her pretty face — she was not nearly as preuy as she looked 
— framed by her warm little hands. At this yxiint .she 
interrupted her mother : 

“ Dear mamma, I’m a flirt. When you can’t be what 
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'you want to be, it's a kiinl of inhstiliiaiu Im lie the 

i. thing you h i \ le rno.s t . 1 n i a i inwd n > : o i r u n u ,sc 1 f . 

'It occasionally seems to me litat ll^-ooiv ! Uoa.^cyM- !r,s«^ 
foolish and rather beUcr I'ani Ui.in tOr hrae; but 

•don’t imagine tlnit I love: Inm. Aa.d hr % :a : m :\:r Ir.iaa 
'in love with me.” 

” Well, lie’s been bm% tal .-a.i! - .:i, | b* 

be a gootl deal taken 1>V I .a :i \ • .\ di..', a-, a ;n!r, I 
would reixumiiend a gir! in- nuitr- % u.. * ^ ^ ■Oiotniun,; 

barrister. No, 'Ut)! rm not O’ 5:'';a.:.r . ; i;ur Mr. 

Burnage has means, ii'H.lr!n''"ea'!rr;* I \hu 

look at the way Ins I't^oms .ire tui ;n-.‘a;ai. vai.a ta!! 

them what you like, hm i e.iM i!ir;a Ae,d ffim 

he entertains— not so liequrm.h ur il**. taa' on ut bugr 
a scale.” 

Ikit S(i inlinitely (jciarre* s.yii A:-/' i.';avrr'd\. 


“ There! \ani’re delrtabtu* birn; v. r..:'. t, 

^ . t b.i: rur.ui ‘‘ 

“ It diics rne.m that ! tieruor !miu. -od 

. loM uraui 

that I love hirm 1 kn^w wlt.:f o-n */. .lu 

. ed, M M adda’i 

he done. Why, if he kt?vo-il luc, ta' :,i 

1 I fii* ue!ff fvrn 

that he wantcii to kiss mr. ! s!tMii!d 

f ! U'O’"' U : a, 1 f ’ i,ti f 

with disgust,” 


“Oh, Aiiufli li.irhir,;' “ vu.i M.--, \V 

'y.'linlrv, “ You 

know that I WMuliifdt four \»ai uom 

\ di:u;\ IT.rrr, 

good tiight! We must la-i mi uo -m s ■. 

» I M. \i.n will 

your father say.^ Yendll ccrur dnerflv. t 

l"OU " 

At the <ir.iwini,t O'i *ni '-hr 

! A ai'iii 

looked aimo'M brsrrehm;|b .u hn tLiuou 

'O . 

” Angela,” she said, ” J, lielirvr ds,u !' 

sr } A- i uur /* lair 

too many.” 




CHAPTER II 

If Mr. Wycherley had taken hi.s stroll over Wimbledon 
Common later in the evening, he would have had an 
opportunity to play the part of the Cood vSaniaritan. d'herc 
is"no role whidt" is more iwpular; the feelings of self- 
satisfaction :md superiority help to make life enjoyable, and 
in consetjuetict' it is delightful to rescue. But to he 
rescued is quite another til'lalr. The thing which is con- 
dcmnctl as ingraiittide is oftett ;i very natural resentment 
of one who has been placed compulsorily under an obliga- 
tion. Most men, given tt certain amount of sensitiveness, 
wotild .sooner fall timong th!eve,s than among good 
Samaritans. 

The chtittce which Mr. Wycherley lost was taken by Dr. 
Cahriel Lamb. Ihe doctor w;t.s returning home rather 
late; it wtts alrcaily hegiiming to get dark. When he was 
within u few yurtls the I’urtlcn of Ihj* fiwn house, 
he noticed a young man lying in an awkward position on 
the gra.ss hy the roatlsidc. Dr. tiabriel Lamb bent over 
him, found him half conscious, :uul made a cut sot y 

examination of him, , 

The niiui w#is chu! in u twcccl suit, worn 

to utter slmhhincss. His iKHits were in holes. He w:is 
lying where he Iku! fallen when he ftmiu! that he couki 
go no farther; his Iwt was ofl, aiul had received frcnii the 
fall a damage with which it was already futnihai.^ Ihs 
face was thin, and at present quite colourless, hut it had 
the tokens of rermement and strength. 

Dr. Lamb’s examination lasted less than a minute. I 
shall be back directly,” he said, and began to run towards 
his own house. He was a middle-aged man. Hts head, 
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The young man raised himself into a sitting position, 
looked at it, and nodded his head. 

“ That’s my house, and I’m going to take you there, 
with the help of my servant. Then you’ll be put to bed. 
In a day or two you’ll be all right. Now, you must place 
yourself entirely in my hands and trust to me. I’m not 
going to put you under any obligation. You shall work 
out your debt. You look like an educated man.” • 
Eton and Cambridge — -but you couldn’t believe it,” 

'' I believe it entirely. Now then, you shall get up. 
Steady !”— there, that’s it! Now, slowly.” 

Supported— almost carried— by the doctor and his 
servant, the young man was taken into the house. It was 
a house which seemed to have an old quiet in it — a quiet 
that had long been there, llie colours in the interior 
were low; it was lit softly and without glare; one’s foot- 
steps were not heard on tlic thick carpets. The house 
was of red brick; l)ut the red had been softened and shaded 
by time, and the walls were partly covered with ivy. At 
the back of the liousc there was a modern addition, which 
Dr. Lamb Iiad erected for his own purposes. It was a 
long, low building, and liad a separate entrance into the 
garden. 

The young man found himself in a large and very 
comfortable l)cdroom. At one end of the room there was 
a door into a bath room, at the other end the room com- 
municated wit It a dressing-room and a small study. Here 
the doctor’s sta'vant did for him all that a valet could do 
for a man. vSoon he was lying in bed, refreshed by a 
bath, soothed by the luxuriousness tltat he had missed so 
much and for so long, dreamingly wondering whether it 
could be all true. He had suffered very much, and this 
sudden change for the better seemed so strange. He 
thought half^intuscdly that the doctor had done a foolish 
thing; he had taken into his house a ntan of whom he 
knew nothing, except that he had found him, a mere 
vagrant, shabby and fainting from exhaustion and want of 
food. But the young man reflected, that in the cour«',of 
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his life he had frcqucnily bccii iniMcd like i\us 4m 
Certainly, in some way or other, he tnust re|M\ tiic* dtJWair. 
How, he could not irnagiae. ii did luaitta'- ihe 
doctor had pronii.scd to iuid a way lor hau. ivut iht* 
doctor’s kindness and irust were, lie Ich, is-pay- 

ment. Pie began to wonder if tlu'V womd in mg iuin 
something to cat; lie Inapcd sm l iic vaka had k li the 
lamp and the candies by Ins iHahade .ilighf* !-<> n .setaued 
certain that he would aaurn. d he vaua hail ueaied hun 
with the utmost respect, as an lMaHnnet.1 gur^.g and not 
as a relieved vagabond. If he ever yaa any naan'v, lie 
would rerncmlier the man. Picsenily the dtua (-.jHaual, 
and the doctor ami tlic servant cnicird. ilu- seivaia 
carried a small tray, on whikli were a cup eg i hmulate ami 
two sandwiches, made of toast a,tul nenc ktiui at ineat' 
jelly. While the young uuin w.e, rating the v.as iudeual 
to cat slowlv) the docltu’ s,it tiuwn i^y tire htahadf* ami 
benan to talk to Inm. At first lir was mneh, medical, 
then he said : 

“My name, you know, w Lamb. Ihu lh\ Ckiln’iel 
Lamb. May I ask what wsii mime e. ‘ 

“Mine is Claudius Handml. ! iradv timdi, kninv Imw 

to thank you,” 

“ Not a woixk iu>! a wohI, li y«Hi phsn.r.'’ 

“ Word.s certainly wanild be of. vmy hid? pomP 1 hupe 
that I have not lieetj keeping you fnan aiyv 4ahei pafiriits/’ 

The doctor smikal. Dh, I don't pjaAtisr/' hr said. 
“ It wa.s lucky tor you ■ - and I ihmk u ln> l\ l»a iw' alor-- 
that you chose a Sunday rvrmni; ha ytau miilapsr, I 
only walk on Similay evenings ^ clurfly htaamr u is not 
cluuxlw Ah, yes— ijuite true thiar is Ciiinii ab-o on 
Sunday mornings, Kuntlay aftrriuirim am! on irnain 
occasions in the week! My wilt' to wliom 1 liopr \t»on 
to introduce you—aiiemJs every srrvnr; ^h^ also siav* tor 
the after-meetings. Yon rnusi not, by the wm). ihiiik tliai 
I am an unliclievrr. I am not; at one nnif I ;d\va\% wriif 
to church on Sunday evenings* and liirrr w.h iituch in it 
that I enjoyetl. But.' the c«rale*s lianahucv, ilir ctiprr* 
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stitioiisness of the people, and the perfectly evil singing of 
the choir vexed me. Then it occurred to me that if I 
went for a walk on Sunday evening instead, I could get 
the service without the church* I could have the sunset 
and the aspirations, the longings for the far-away that it 
produces.” 

He stopped abruptly, and noticed that the servant wa.'y 
listening with ratlier a puzzled face* He turned to hini> 

‘‘ Wait outside, Francis,” he said* 

When the man had retired, the doctor began to pace 
the room, and went on talking. Under his very thick 
sandy eyebrows and long lashes his grey eyes grew 
luminous. 

‘‘Sometimes it’s in the J^pring. Damn it! there’s 
nothing like a spring evening. Fm in earnest about it. 
The poetry of it is so strenuous and yet so quiet; so full of 
fresh life, aiul yet so full of the old peace that still passes 
all understanding, liiu it’s always as the service of God 
that I take my Sunday evening walk. I love the lime- 
trees~trcc$ of tlie Pentecost— with their leaves turning 
to tongues of fire as tliey shake under the strokes of wind 
and sunlight. 1 love tlie cold purity of the sky on winter 
evenings that get dark so soon. How all the stars look at 
one! The heavens declare tlie glory of God. Ah! I’m 
talking far too much ! ” 

Claudius was watching him with keen interest “ No, 
no,’' he said, ” go on. I’m beginning to understand.” 

“That really' is nil— only on Sunday evenings do I 
walk, because it is not church but is service. The rest of 
my time is given to work.” 

“To work, tloctor? But you said that you did not 
practise.” 

“ Quite so, I do not, ahlnnigh, when 1 was a younger 
man, I had a practice for a finie. It did nen content me. 
One night I was rtmg up by a woman; I went down- 
stairs and found her hysterical on the ckxit-steps. She 
pulled herself together, and prayed me to come at 
to. 'see her son who was dying. . She lived al 
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turns faint again, you know what to do, but lu; won't. I 
shall want you to go to town to-rnorrow foi me; you must 
go early. I will give you your orders immediately after 
breakfast.” 

As Dr. Lamb was coming down the .stairs, a carriage 
drove up to the door. Mrs. Lamb h;td conic back iro'm 
the after-meeting. She placed on the liall labk- two or 
three devotional books; amongst them was her Ihble, 
fastened by an elastic band, and bulged with sheets of 
written notes. She was ratlier a short'woman, with dark 
hair, and plain antemic face and ecstatic eyes. She looked 
very young, twenty years younger tinm the ilocior, 

“I’m late,” .she .said to him, “ but I’ve been verv happy 
—so happy ! We had Mr. Catcome as usual- - Id ij.ih and 
the believer’s liope.” 

Dr. Lamb looked at his wife, and .said nothing; then 
he smiled slightly. When he smiled his thin lips showed 
rather large white teeth. She .saw the .smile, and a 
nervous expression came into her face; she ajspeared to 
be slightly afraid of her hu.sband. 

They went into the dining-room. At a small table 
supper was laid, and they knli sat down. Mrs. L.unb 
said grace audibly, while her hiusband stared pensively ;ii 
a mayonnaise. ' 
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Mrs. Lamb’s want ui tavi wa** Mf fd lU-^i ;! rvcit 

ovcraimc her tear th lin '-u.- -.Mil '.|'‘ukr 

about the service ol ihr clnrrih .cmi! fh..- Oi'.xt ,/;»«♦ jU hiai 
she had rcccivctl frorn it; lie ii^e.rnril \udi aMcj-Minr*, 

occasionally ItKiking up Iruiii iw. pi.itr h,.-;, . IreoM 
inquisitively. At racli y,i.'’UCT i ■ - > u. - . ',.t j.*' 
eyebrows^ anti at eacli %hi;ln 'ur..' t t! tSr hij> 

white tcctlr, .sik* faheird. I ne plu'Scr Mse-iC a 

kind of reserved rnraniny. ui tlunu; li h. i iuiti 

the exasperatinp, hriirf then ■•.he v..-*. ::reitrd whii 

snperioriiy. She* w:!-. h.ilr Uieuurd a* :■ -r !v-r Frinprr - 
did^ indeal, for our tiutu^vi to: t!'.- .'eA.r- ou her 

plate as if if h;uj In-en ,,11 erenn ! :/ :• ihal Mrrsrlt. 

She was not, a very .iJever w«.i-iriao, reel l.in.if ii a!, 

with the paflwfa” w.irii to hr d. 

Dr, Lau'ih saul ver) UKti! siir*|e''r vv,-v eial 
his few remarks to his wdr wr-re ,, 1 j r:*-ua!n 

As she ro!;e foan the teolr, he '»ae,! : 

** Fve i«dd theta fo t.ik*' dir ^faler lii !,r» n.t eapjet. 

1 canh talk eo!,idoiiablv to h;.; .,ouj Tvr yoi 

some news ft*;' you, Wdl you ,! !• d. 

** Yes, dear, in one minuir/* 

lie held open the tLoi hu liru ^!^^ t*' '’o! 00a » flir fiall 

lie stiKid a inotarat irflr.no*: !u\ la*./., our *!; L*h 
wrinkled, f !e did tioi hkf the * | , »olJ 

supper for dinnef at the m.ual tiiur: Inn ti iteiikrd 
for Hilda, !le did rioi like th!di f»* of ihe.u to an 
evening meal in a,n afiernmwi dir^*^, hiiIi hn ho on; Inn 
If marker! Sunday for her. Tins mluf^ini hiui *.!ip!i!ly: 

. m , 
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he wondered how her observation of Sunday would work 
out when her day came. I'liere had been signs lately (he 
had noted them all as they came) that her day was very 
near. 

He crossed the hall and went down a corridor to the 
two rooms wliich constituted the addition which lie had 
made to the house, 'i'lic fir.st of the.se rcKwns was furnished 
as a study; titc walls were covered with b(K)k,s, most of 
them books of the advancetl .scientist, some <jf them iKxtks 
ihiit even an atlvanced scienti.st would have classed as 
hcler<Klo.\, the work of charlatans. It was brightly lighted; 
on :i siile table the collee and liqueurs had Itecn placed all 
ready. At one end of the room wji.s a door ksuling into 
the laltoratory. 'I'he docutr (»pencd tin: d(K>r aiul Icxtked 
in; the laboratory w.as in dai knes.s, but lie reacheii his hand 
upward to a button on the wall and switched on the electric 
light. 'I'lie laiujis reflected themselves on ixilishcd 
mahog.iny ea.si s and on the bell glass that protected a large 
miero.scopc from the dust. There vvtis rather an unpleasant 
.smell in the room. Shelves and cabinets were ranged all 
round the walls; in one corner stood a lead-covered table; 
on another ttible sfootl two or three Ixittles and a mea.surmg 
glass. "I be tloctor put the bottles liack in their places on 
the shelves, ;ind wa.slual the glass at a .square .stone basin. 
Ik had used the things in preparing the restorative. Then 
he switched olf tiie electric light and went hack into the 
study tigttin, closing the <ioor hehind him. Here he sat 
down, ixmred out Ids codec, tilted a little glass of Cognac 
into it, lit a cigarette, aiul began m think. 

He really hatl a very great tleal to think about that night. 

He was inierrupicd, Ixtwcvcr, almost immediately, hy 
the entrance of liis wife. She hat! changed her dress, and 
was wearing a Ifntsc black tea gown. It suited her fairly 
well, and her pale face had n«iw a pretty tinge of colour 
in it. Dr. Lamb Itxtkcd at her critically. 

“ You’ve changed,” he hepn. 

” Yc.s, I sasv you weren’t liking the other." 

“Ah!” said Dr, Lamb, “that’s good of you. It’s 
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the curse of the iiidnidu.^i lUM ^hu:\i 

to him, 'fhci'cA siorliiiu’ in nir nnpsn-n m 

collected dir a;*,., M, , A: : n ‘ inn .♦ i; 

tinned, speaking mol r n* hm;---'! 
aiul isolaieil maids sri 

“ You liad sonaahm:; a- u A, /' i Ad ■ ■ , . ■ n,;.u\, 

*AAln yes.” Hr tod! nf; ’...v. .o-,- d n. . t j ;uAi! 

Sandclk and taken ban imn h nani 

tion to keel) linn da' a a oPe. ■■ n:n:' , a,. 

proviilc* him unh *..U^-!:!ee- . .a,di ■ ere, id ,, , d. : b^ 
nuist repay iiic ■ K..aiinor dv .0. i,L, *e:d;;:,e.ne e- ;■ \rn:, ,.n 

on that ptiMU.” 

(.,i;tl>rieb tins is one of the tperr'ne'a ;d,n,ian- liavT 

done. Ol I'onrsr, U is vrrv kae! .a a. ej, .aed I n-aea viv 
that many podessme., i .■hivdi.nv. -dA .d, 
content jina to have enoai :d- j,; , . , 

jicneed' 

l ie wtaald iinf Inoe nd.rn a; ; -a; ‘d,,' * in n 

would f'lave been tm ce'^'d ban e! i;,- nd n 

No*' it v.es ‘i .tin, b.nn n : * * ’ ■ d U r j, 

I rather like him na !ln*r tp- ' ' _ : on* 

and talk ! nnapjnr fmn. \A-d.. I d. ; ' a O',., nnn t*i!| 

all rigfn, But om It.n.r d;. n;e d-. , n A ^ 

1 he best sintf r»f tui m-. m !,, n ^ ;n^ 

the trcMimeiu of an Imm mrii .-'ura: * “ 

*' Quite Ml. Apaif In m !. i 'inn . r''‘'m4n 

camitit vei V Hril t.ikr > t ? . *' ! *.rni.aid 

povertv m older m fmmdnur Imm « Vj-ii 

will oblige me in* nr erne Inm r%.. . | - :* nr - 

as an honoured e.ue-.!,” 

I will do aimhude U* n-irr - v m” “'j,' *. : 1 !.'r’;d, d\ , 

'* And I riiirsf, crailrss nd.u I don-i a: bus 

docile mom! rhan m ihr im ! -! b n. d,.-. nik.^r! 

When you eamr ha.k it* ihc b-ne.^- » m ■, u , ido-v^nl 
me iis if I were an athrisd !i o nn-to™.’ * i oam 
as I have frri|iirmly r^jhmird Y«4i .ib,. ■-fid.,.- n, oir 

altom file cuiatr and hJijaln and iftr brhr^rAs fn uu! 
}fju arc cjiiiir aware thai I do mn di%. li ^iilnrds 
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with you. Your God is the projection of the curate upon 
the average feminine intelligence; you believe in your 
heart that your God wrote the whole Bible in English and 
got it published by Bagster, I cannot share your con- 
ception or your view; but I am not an atheist. I love 
God, that is the reason why I love and serve to the utter- 
most His humanity, atid would sacrifice any unit of it in 
the cause of the aggregate. Now this must be the last 
time. I leave you your intellectual freedom and you may 
go to church, hut you sltall not talk church.'' 

“ (hahrici, did you love me when you married me? ” 
Her ck>\vncast eyes were raised and looked full at his. 
“ 1 am a man of like passions to Dihers." 

You made me happy, you know. It was a life of 
sordid drudgery at licjine— [lapa was always overworked 
and inanima was always tired, and tliere was that trouble 
with iny si.stcr Maiihla. You gave me all that money 
could give. And tlien ’’—she gasped and caught her 
breath—' our clnld! 

Well, go on ! " 

Now i don't know whether you love me or not — 

I don't even know wliti,her I love you, because I am afraid 
of you sen Ihn I know* tliat there's a cltange. You used 
even to go to church with me. You were not always 
locked up in the laboratory. Even now you are good to 
me; you yjvv me niorc money than I can spend; you give 
me presertts; you art* t'oitsiderate for me, and do things to 
please me. Hut I'm slmt out (d: your real life, (di, 
(Jahrick I hate* science! 

“ You shtmid nta tio tinit, dear," .said ihc docu>r 
blandly. My interest tn yam is largely scientific." 

Don't! " she said pathetically, not irritably. " Don't 
look at me as if I were a speciimm. Don't be just 
interested in me. Fm a svmmn. It wasn't for the 
money and ccafifori that I married you. I loved you. 
You loved me once, Gabriel; science did not stand first: 
you used to make concessions m me." 

" I am making concessions nowd* . 
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By listening to me politely? Yes, you regard all the 
smaller conventionalities.” 

I do. I have no pretence to transcenil humanity. 
My contempt for the individual includc's my individual 
self. I try to regard all the smaller ccmventionalilies, and 
to some of them I am really ;ittached. I get vexed at 
trifles. I am particular alKUit tjuite unimportant things. 
For that reason I prefer the eonvcaitiimal dinner to the 
Sunday supper, which is one of my ctmec-ssiom. t<i you; 
to which you sit down, perspiring and rrliinous, in a hat. 
And I despise myself lYr ever tiunking about siah light 
things, when I realize the greatness of the work before 
me. Do I love you? My ticair I lildi, 1 do not even love 
myself. My point of view has iieen ch.nnp'd bv 

“ Doidt talk,” she broke in jmssiimatedv, bursting into 
tears, “don’t go on talking! It doesn t cotulort me. 
Love me again, (labriel! Love me! Islsc I sliall hate 
you.” 

Excessive emotion,” said tlte doctor, “ is not giiod for 
you, and will probably hasnm your day* You must g<i 
to bed at once,” 

She rose like a whipfiecl clvilik *' Vm sorry," slu' said, 
in a low husky voice*, ”1 loigot; I I.now you dott t like 
scenes, and Fm wanting to try very hard to please y<a! in 
everything. Fm going: gruul nig, In, dear.” 

The doctor raised one of lua' Isatuls atul kissed it, and 
opened the door hn* her. vShe passed out. 1 kill way up 
the broad staircase tliat Icrl to Ikt o»nm she j*aused a 
moment, thinking. What Inid tir me.uu bv “ hasten her 
day ”? He had said once IndiHe that ” bca <liv would 
come.” She knew instinctively that u wouli! be useless 
to ask him, and put the qurstitiu !n‘ uith a kind o4 despair, 
In her room she stood before the glass, surveyitig herself. 
The colour on her cheeks was slighdy dioualcred. She 
took a sponge and washed it all otT. She made up her 
mind not to use it again. It was of no good for her to 
try and make herself kmk pretty any more; and, even if 
rouge had given her bcayiycihai %vou!d nm have made her 
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husband love her again. Love! ” she wluspeicd to 
herself, panting. Then she remcnil)crcd that, it was 
wicked to use rouge. She had but just come iruin eluuvli, 
and had painted her face like a bad wonnin : it was 
wicked of her. She knelt and prayed (iod to lorgive tier. 
Then she rose, and took a candle and stepped ai'russ the 
passage to another room. It had been her baby's nursery. 
She unlocked the door and entered. 

The room was neatly kept. A little cradle stood in one 
corner, bedecked and empty. She walked oAcr ti) ii, aiul 
rocked it a little. Then she opened a drawer, ;uul turned 
over piles of tiny clothes that were not uanted now, 
“My little baby! ” she whispered. I ha* eyes were 
strained, and acliing, and dry. But slie cried attain in 
bed that night. 

It was long l)d:ore Dr. Lamb came to bed. I Ic hail not 
been working in his laboratory; he Inu! been tlunking about 
Claudius Sandell. The doctor had not had' much 
opportunity to observe him; hut, neverthedess, he summed 
him up: a man whose pride was greater than his instinct 
of selLpreservation, a truthful man. 

The doctor thought for a long time. ** Oh, 1 shall use 
him — I shall certainly use himd’ he said to hiinseh at 
last. A great find; he will quite ripay me.'* 

Upstairs Claudius Sandell slept peacduliv. 



ciiAi''ri';R IV 

“ YEs,”^siiiil Harry Burna_m- liim.sdC, “ 1 niii.M marry 
Angela. He paced up aiui dtuvu ihc M>)t (.upet, think- 
ing about it. Me was ah.ne lu Ins u ell ..rdcred chambers, 
.smoking a cigarette tliat \\,i.s lua to In* Ixniglu in shops. 
It wa.s a good cigarette, Inii us ll.ivoui' w.is uotlung to 
the iaci that it was not to i)e bought ju shops. Ii seemed 
to fill tlie room wiiii th.ii atmosphere c.t umtitiencss, dis- 
tinction, .sjK'ciality, th.it Henry Ihim.ige believed that lie 
loved. He had arrived slowly at his resolution; be r.irely 
hurried important things; he' liked to .nt loiustlv; and, 
though he would say a j!.is.s.ably bnlii.int tbiiu; .ibinit the 
commercial .spirit and the midiile ci.isses, he very much 
liked^ to get on in the world. Me it. id been considering 
maiiiage with Angela Wycherley .is <-ne mu'.bt I'onsider 

anonymou.s journaIi.sm in .t cntic.d spun, wnojung ihc 

arguments for .md against. 'I hat w.is the w.iV he' had 
begun at least. 

Angehi’s mother was Inirely possil.le. She w.is too 
large, too obvkni.s, too good tempered, ,ind she nave too 
much pui.licity to that side of lici wi.uh should have been 
rc.scrved lor the .specialist in dw.pepsi.i. Her circle 
included too generously. Well, oiu c' nut t ied, llemy 
biirnage tell that Mrs. Wy. hertev onild be deleted 
altogether. Then tlicre was her lather .1 mildiv o.in- 
mercta! person, whose Sund.iy night aiixieiv (unless lie 
bad one ol those heaikches) seeined to he first to find 
the background, and then to sit in it. 1 le w ould not need 
to be tiefeted, he would delete luinseif. He would 
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probably do something for Angela. Tlic commerce was 
only mildly successful, but Angela was the only unmarried 
child; it was almost certain there would he Mimething 
for her. Besides, Henry Burnage’s own father had made 
him a very liberal offer— if he got married, 'j'he elder 
Burnage did not believe that young men kept straight 
unless they marricti — iiesides, he wanted to sec a urand- 
child* 

Then there was Angclti to Ixt considered, just here the 
merely critical consideration became touched by emotion— 
the material side of Henry Burnage was in love with 
Angela, he had come under her chiirm. Now, this charm 
was not peculiar to Angeki; many other girls have it, ttnd 
it is more ctisily ilcscribed in its msult. Angela made the 
men that she met imagine her secrets;' she in.spired 
fascinating reverie. Burnage, with all his business 
tjualities, was much given to iascinating reverie. 

A catalogue’s justice would have been unjust to her 
looks, for her features were slightly irregular^ The ebb 
and flow of colour on her du.sky cheeks, or a chance move- 
ment of her long eyelashes, or the curve of her figure 
in some chance [xisition that she had taken would baulk 
dispassionate eritieism; she htid a store of trifles to throw 
into the scale tigainst classical beauty, am! apparently out- 
weigh it. She liad seemed at one time to Burnage to be 
a flirt; Inn now he was inclined to think thtit she had 
grown .serious-hearfed, ami was being hurt by it. He 
wondered if she cried sometimes at night, just before she 
went CO sleep, because of her thoughts. That would be 
terrible. She should tell him about it — just give him her 
warm little hands t<j hold, east her eyes <lovvn, tind make 
shy confidences. His vanity, caught by his imagination, 
soared grandly tipwards, like thistledown riding the wind. 
He began to picture things; her rapt eyes seemed to look 
at him, and her low voice to tell him iiow good he was. 
He seemed to hear music; Ac wedding march cook its 
memorable dtnvnward sw^p, curled over the key-note, 
and broke at his feet. Idmoved upwards again, changed 
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to a slow, straining waltz that beat its great wings regularly 
—upwards into the rarefied atmosphere ol tlie passionate 
lover, where the whole world sto{)ped, and one kiss 
continued. 

Pie had arrived slowly at his resolution-— !)Cgi lining with 
criticism and ending in ecstasy, just at the last, warming 
a cold ambition by the fires ol love, or ilu: nearest that he 
could get to love, lie was glad iIku tlic resolution was 
taken; it had been hovering in his mind for some time. 
Pie felt a kind of imjiortance in conset]ucnce of it; he 
seemed to himself to be cmiiarking on a iresh Cjxich in 
his existence. 

Pie dined at his club, and diiicd wc*lL Tlioughts of a 
love-touched future, black colTcc, a small glass of kirsch, 
and another of tlie cigarettes that could only he obtained 
by favour occupied him for die next two minutes. Then 
he proceeded to write two letters. 

Plis first letter was to liis lather, ami 1 lenry Burnage’s 
letters to his father were exceedingly unhke his letters to 
anybody else. The elder liurnage had started life with a 
small shop, and although lie liad hmg ag<) retired from 
his business he had never been able to hx*l properly 
ashamed of it; and he never said eveti a passably brilliant 
thing about the commercial spirit ami the middle classes. 
This alone made him different from the- kimi of man that 
his son was. The father was s<anewhat Puritanical, and 
quite uncultured; here again the son was difi’etaait. In 
a more humorous mometit the father would sometimes 
say: Plave you been Imying any a*?ahetic ibinits lately, 

Plcnry? What was to be ihme with such a man— a 
man who could never succeed in iorgetung the hade 
numbers of Punch— n man who was ijuitc crude and 
point-blank— a man who ctuild nevc*r lie convinced that 
he misimderstciod another iikuPs point of view, ami yet, 
always did misunderstand it ? f Icnry could only sigh 
drearily, and try to read the essays ol Matilicw Arnold 
without noticing that their severest ilirusis went straight 
through his own father— happily ignc'mant of the assault, 

202 



THE OCTAVE OF CLAUDIUS 

and quite contented. Just as a mean motive and a more 
generous motive had made Henry decide to marry 
Angela, a mixture of motives influenced him in the treat- 
ment of his father. He was not without filial affection, 
but he also wondered, occasionally, in what proportion 
his father would, in his last will and testament, divide his 
property between him and his very plain and unattractive 
sister. Fie tried to write to his father the kind of letter that 
his father would like, hut he spent as little time as possible 
on the com{X)sition of it, knowing that his father was 
not critical in such things. To-night his letter ran as 
follows : 

“ My dear Father, — You may he assured that your 
last letter — stating that you have had no return of the 
sciatica — gave me great pleasure. 1 was delighted to hear 
that you managed to get as far as from our house to the 
cemetery. You must be careful not to overdo it, but I 
suppose you would not walk that distance without 
permission from the doctor. Certainly the embrocation 
which he prescribed seems to have done wonders. So 
you have got the main drainage at last, and are compelled 
to connect with it; I always said that it would come, and 
after the initial expenses you will probably find the 
arrangement much more sati.sfaetory. 1 am .sorry that the 
new vicar is not to your liking; his adoption of the east- 
ward position an<! other ritualistic practices in face of so 
many protests seems to me very silly. It is, as you say, 
a great pity that the living .should be in the gift of Sir 
Constantine Sandcll — a man who has belonged at times to 
almost every conceivable religious sect. By the way, I 
am almost certain that I saw Claudius Sandcll in the 
Fulham Road alxiut a month ago, just after 1 sent you my 
last letter. It was getting dark, and I cannot be positive, 
but, if I am right, he has very much come down in the 
world. The man I saw* was dressed in the seediest cloAes, 
no stick or gloves, sm^ing a clay-pipe, and peering into 
the window of a small eating-house. As I bad two otfacr 
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men with me, 1 was naturally nut .uixicjus lu cl,um tltc 
acquaintance of— Kipparcntly—^^ h.iif staavcc! trami); I 
hurried on to avoid recognition. OilKTua t* I should have 
been glad to have lent him a leu siniinig-; Ua- i!ie sal.e of 
old times together at (Aimbruige. C )t runise, wo tin not 
know what the quarrel was l)cuvecn Nn ('tmstanune and 
Claudius. You tliinh that Sir Cmisoinf me wms in tlic 

wrong; he may have been. At the s;iinr finie I do not 

think that a fatlicr— however hot terujuicd, and however 
eccentric — entirely breaks wtdt his tndy son tor noiliing. 
Why was it that Claudius, wht) was rjuiu* ivy way of being 
my friend at Trinity, never told me <iiir word of the 

reason far the quarrel, aiul parnetl iny ojuestiems on the 

subject? Why is it that, ahlunigh he Itas Iktu lu I.ujulon, 
and knew that lie could get my .u!drf's% at lire Temjde, 
he has never been to sec me, and lias nevc*r sent me his 
own address? It must mean ilt.tt hi* is asltaineil of sonic 
thing. It is strange that liewhu was always fhonglu so 
wonderful— should liave been cornpeifri! leave (dant’ 
bridge withoiu; taking a degree, and should thru liavt* gviiie 
completely under; while I~wlio was nobudv ni partunlar 
—took a second in my tripos, and atu alreatly bc*gi lining 
to get on at the Bar. By the \va.y, is that curious Wianan, 
Miss Comby, still at Sir Cunstanime's" 

“ In conclusion, I have something unjMatam lu say. I 
feel that you are right, and 1 avvm[U yom ve ry gameiuns 
offer. You will not Ik: surprinai to he.n that the' Lniy 
whom I intend to marry is Angela \\ \Jinlry, wlmm 
I have often spoken to you. I am now only uaUtng. my 
opfwtuiiity tO' make a formal propirsal; and I ihmL i mav 
say, without conceit, that I know what her answer will 
be. Before I do so, 1 shall be glad to tirar from )<ni if 
you think the alliance suitable. 

'' Your allcciionaie mhi, 

** I ir.NHv lieioN 

His next letter was. to Luke Mohmil And to him 
Iie,nry Burnage e.mpioyed a sort of sham literary style, 
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witJi a good deal of affectation, short paragraphs, and 
capital letters in it. 

“ Dear Luke, — ^Action and reaction make me distrust 
all. The swing of the pendulum in one direction seems 
to take a man so far : it also returns as far. There is no 
Stability. How we clung to the expression of culture 
through furniture — environment. Nay, I still cling to it. 
Yet always I shift my ground from time to time. Even 
now it is better to employ aniline dyes with a duchess than 
to like the art flower-pot that has penetrated Bloomsbury. 

‘‘ Stability! 

“ If you knew — if you could only know — how I long 
to get to it! 

Now comes some hope at last. You ask what.? A 
woman’s eyes, that are more beautiful because they are 
now grown serious; on my part, nights in which I do not 
sleep, but think entrancingly. Is there not hope of 
Stability there? The bourgeois marry to perpetuate their 
very indifferent species; and I to find anchorage for my 
soul in calm waters. If so — then, at last, Stability. Of 
other news, nothing — save that I hear that our friend, 
Claudius Sandell, is now definitely gone under. And you 
thought him very great. Ah, well, it will teach you to 
distrust ! 

Of your own life, what? 

Write soon. 

‘‘ Yours in these bonds of flesh, 

Henry Burnage.” 

He did not write in this style to his father, becaus<“ ' 
father was not sympathetic, would not have unde" 
and would certainly have called him an ass. But 
Burnage fancied this style, and probably would 
believed that his letter to Luke was rather good. 

But in one point he was mistaken : Claudius w 
yet definitely “ gone under.” 

In fact, not very long after this date, Dr. Gabriel 
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wrote a letter to lus ImnkefN, fijriu tn 

thousand pounds to the credit t;i Mr. i ;.nh!iu 
whose signature he endostn! r'xaiujdaO iiuini'; 
eight consecutive days, to ^.ftnuieuir tni th 
Saturdiiy morning. T!ic circuiust.uuTs vdnd 
order may now be recorded. 


pkiu* fight 

* Saiulfll (of 

•i prritHl of 

e i'j’l lowing 
! loti tn this 
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CHAPTER V 


Three days after the curious arrival of Claudius Saudell 
at the house of Dr. Gabriel Lamb, the two men stood 
together in the garden, one inorning after breakfast. 
Claudius was smoking a delicious cigar, the first that he 
had smoked for over a year. Pie hacl drunk good coffee; 
his memory contrasted it with the cup o’ thick ” that 
he had been compelled to take a few days before at an 
early-morning stall. He remembered the sharp eyes of 
the man who had handed it him, and the furtive Jew lx)y 
that had rubbed shoulders with him, and the bad green 
smell of everything. 

And now he was looking out on a well-kept garden, 
noting the fruit trees as they spread themselves to the sun 
along the wall. He heard the sleepy hum of the mowing- 
machine, where at a little distance a gardener was busy 
on the lawn. Pic had been refreshed by a long sleep 
and a cold bath; he was wearing good clotnes; he had fed 
well and been well treated. It was hard for him to realize 
that all this was the result of charity, for the kindness that 
had been shown him had come in the guise of hospitality. 
Dr. Lamb had acted up to his principle, that it was 
impossible for a gentleman to take advantage of the 
necessities of another gentleman in order to humiliate him. 

Come down to the end of the garden,” said the doctor 
cheerily. You haven’t half seen the place yet.” 

The doctor was wearing a short holland jacket and no 
hat; in one hand he swung a small empty canvas bag. 
As they went down the paths Claudius happened to make 
some remarks, with almost boyish nawetS, on the perfcc- 
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tion of the he hi. sc anti 
^^cen a |)l:tcc which 


HAKliY i’AIN 


Liareirn 

St) i. 

trifkss 

N<nv\ rny dear S.inilriL” vaa,! 
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temper badly, for all that. In that you are not exceptional 
at all. But it is queer that you have never told a lie, and 
couldn’t tell one if you wanted to.” 

“ Why,” said Claudius, ‘‘ I’ve told any amount of the 
usual ” 

“ Quite so — the ordinary social fib, that has no other 
motive but to spare somebody’s feelings. We may leave 
that out; that is not dishonourable. You have never told 
the dishonourable lie — the lie that would get you out of 
some scrape or be of some advantage to you.” 

‘‘ But, of course,” Claudius answered, one doesn’t do 
that.” 

‘‘ No.^ I’ve told dozens of dishonourable lies myself. 
But there, my system of ethics is different and simpler: 
there is one great purpose, and all else is subordinate to it. 
But men, in other respects, like yourself, do, as a matter 
of fact, tell mean lies, or would, if the occasion were urgent 
enough. Now, no occasion, however urgent, would make 
you break your word.” 

Well, one never knows.” 

Claudius found this open praise, as it seemed, of himself 
very embarrassing; and he hastened to change the subject. 

‘'If it comes to that, doctor, I have noticed one 
exceptional point in you.” 

“ I had flattered myself,” the doctor said, “ that I was 
composed chiefly of exceptional points. Which do you 
mean? ” 

You talk a great deal of your work, and profess to be 
devoted to your work, and call it the enthusiasm of yr'““ 
life; and yet you really do work very hard. I’ve b: 
been here a few days, but I’ve noticed that. I happcnca 
to wake at three o’clock this morning, and looked out. 
There was still a light in your laboratory. Now, at 
Cambridge it was different : the men who talked much 
about their work, as a rule, did least; and to keep an 
average of your number of hours’ work per diem was 
simply a preliminary step to being spun in your tripos.” 

“ Well, the case is so different. The ordinary man at 
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Cambridge wt^rks, i in liic jsiirpoM- his injios. 

and with llie involved [nirpi>vc.'s tii |.>!ej.sij}ti lus j'srniA:' .iiid 
providing himself with a p-r* ifcssium Oji, \rs, 
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will say tfiat i fiavt* never yet met amv*''nr 'wiin Hn 4 uc''aed 
me so miiefg a,rid I dij not sur'}f's''isr ifnu I sfiaJ! rvia hhmi 
anyone who will I)e !'i:df sii kind tis mr,”^ 
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Ihcy had reaelted tlic etid oi ihr eaolrn, Heii' difU'c 
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hardly remain here long enough for me to make pets of 
them, and in a pet one would prefer a little more 
intelligence. Still, these hutches are well planned, I think, 
and I like to have them properly fed and cared for until 
they are wanted. Research, you know, would be 
impossible without experiment; one is as humane, of 
course, as it is possible to be under the circumstances. By 
the way, I want one of these this morning for my work.” 

He opened one of the hutches, and a black doe that 
had been nibbling green smff at the entrance scurried away 
to the far end of the cage; pressed close to the boards she 
watched the two men with soft, furtive, frightened eyes. 

“ Pretty creature, isn’t it? ” said the doctor. 

“ Now then, my common rabbit, you’re wanted. Why 
didn’t you stand erect, and have articulate speech, and 
wear white ties in the evening? Then you would have 
had a God and lost Him, and worried yourself about it 
at nights, when you had no one to talk to, and never got 
any further; and also you would have bragged about it 
— ^people always do. You weren’t consulted, neither was 
I. Now you are going to die in a dream, but first you 
have got to tell me what you know, but don’t know that 
you know.” He stretched his great hand into the hutch, 
and grasped the doe by the neck. “ Come, now,” he said 
pleasantly, as she kicked and struggled, “ don’t you be 
frightened, my little dear.” Then he dropped her into 
the canvas bag. 

The two men walked on to the garden entrance of the 
laboratory. Vivisection had been the subject of debates 
at which Claudius had been present; they had not been, as 
a rule, very well-informed debates: it had been a case of 
brutality against sentimentality, and had not interested hirn 
very much. One of the most .potent arguments for vivi- 
section that he had yet come across was that Dr. Gabriel 
Lamb practised it. He mentioned this to the doctor. 
Dr. Lamb put down his canvas bag in the garden path, 
and fumbled for the key of the laboratory door. He was 
an astonishing grotesque figure; the short holland jacket 
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did not seem to go well witii die IkiK! Iu-jiI oii its frirnn* 
of auburn hair. (Xirioiis traees oi suemist, nMi.ili.st, and 
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better ask for her, or they will give you ‘ Peach-blossom,’ 
who’s a good horse, but not so amusing.” 

Claudius drove the bay mare, and she did not give him 
much leisure for conversation. She was a beauty, but she 
needed driving. Mrs. Lamb watched him earnestly all 
the way, and only spoke to praise him. The doctor never 
drove the mare himself. It is curious that even the 
cleverest man will fail to notice when things are signifi- 
cant, if they concern himself. Claudius had that morning 
omitted to notice several things. 
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It was a coiulorlalilc itou^c- ju live Ui, < ‘i.ai..iui , liriidcd 
but there were some cjucet ji((iiil'. aiuai: [u (1^, 

place, there were Jtu viMinis : u mu:,-.! ihr .liuior, 
‘tppareutly, to live m a t^aattau 'a\ir tamicr. i*Ji iiisi.tiire 
was distinctly a formal fiiiiiimti Init hr tr. airmiv ilui not 
think there was any necessity l..i ui!!a'-.',r > t,( ins severe 
taste in appniiumcnts, or oi hr. t.-iivrisatimi, uhuh at 
times was hnlii.'iit. or of the r.Mrlirmr ut hr. ,/irf and 
iiis cellar. In a ivimi, hr <ihl, mnriv '.i 'Uii hunself, 
ivhat most people do m oron to krt'p tip .ippe.tiaiKTS. 
No .stranger, apparnnlv. v.nli tiir rv, r| iioii ,.! ( dandnis,' 
evet tiod those soli i-.ujiri:., or tasted (iiosr rvipiiafe wines, 
OI htaid the dotioi on ihos" Jr’a, i. ',h n o pieastal 

him to pm hr. i;ieal idr.i-. ..suir attd i>f’ loe-r \ • , i nttiiallv 
witty. Mrs. l„:mb mn.t h,.sr ir./i.-,-,! th.,' ffnidms 
tsould notiie this, ,'ihc titsk p.nti.ni.a pain, to tell him 
that the doi tor was .1 recluse .iiui ssi uid Tr no one • 
.iml so on. 

Ihcre w.is soMirtlms': ‘jner!, 

She was reli'pom, .mlrnth irlnpon , Ptu set shr sv.r. an 
imtaniahle wt.inan. Rrhpmn m.,;h! m-pnr hn. t tmdms 
thougiif - and hr was ,in,;is «uh Innr.rli i,,| m,, ij .mahsis 
of his hostess ^ hut .t would nrsri imid hri. I in eyes 
hwked .se.archut.uly at huu . ut oj hri p.dr i,„r, .,,,.1 hr saw 
in them this imich, at Ir.ist, that siir s.a-. not .1 ssoin.ui to 
lie taken huiitly anti easily. With ie..,u! to hri irrlimw 
ttiwaiais her hushaini. hr w.is vrn mu. !i m doubt; hut 
he was certain that she w.is aiiaid '. i 1,,,,, 

And what was the tloctor’s tiwii js simai* i Jr was 
iorm.iliy eoiincous to Jus wife ,n puhlu ; luithn, hr did 
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not talk her over with Claudius; further, he took an 
evident interest in her. But, for all that, Claudius could 
not persuade himself that the interest which the doctor 
took in his wife was the same as the interest which a man 
takes in the woman whom he loves; it seemed a colder, 
more scientific, thing. Claudius could not explain it : he 
could only wonder. 

But one point seemed stranger to him than all — the 
curious way in which he was taken for granted. He had 
been in the house for days, and he had come into it as a 
broken-down tramp; the Lambs had only his word for it 
that he was not a broken-down tramp : yet the days went 
by, and no question was put to him about his past, and 
very little was said about his payment of his obligation 
—nothing, in fact, except the doctor’s indefinite assurance 
that it would be all right. As- a rule he spent the greater 
part of the day with Mrs. Lamb : he drove her out, read 
to her, educated her taste in music. She began to make 
some sort of confidences to him; she told him that she 
had had a very great sorrow, and that religion had been 
a consolation to her in it. Once she began to talk about 
the doctor — with her eyes fixed nervously on the door of 
the room, lest he should enter suddenly. Claudius did 
not like this. Gabriel was very clever, she said, but it was 
too awful — he despised religion. He seemed to be entirely 
given up to one thing. She did not know whither it was 
leading, but she had an uncomfortable sensation that it 
was leading somewhere— that they were on the verge of 
things. Then she hesitated, and looked shyly down at her 
own knees, and said, with seeming irrelevance : 

“ I want you, Mr. Sandell, to be very careful.” 

'' In what way? In my dealings with the doctor? 

Why, surely-- ” He broke off and laughed: “You 

must not have these presentiments; there is nothing to be 
afraid of in a scientific enthusiasm.” 

“ Isn’t there? ” she said, rather drearily. 

Claudius had no desire whatever to make confidences— 
if anything he was inclined to reserve; but he felt that 
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his host and hostess h.u! a rluni in Ln.^v. * 'nr-rluiu; .jlmu! 
him^ and it was chvU'actmsia- nt hiui i;.- i,., d i,, 
all claims oi: whieli he was uae., vAerdh'i Bit', v. ei; 
pressed or not. lie chose ins opj(^:nn;a', •. a ■ a;, la . I{5., 
dinner. I'he liinupL; ofoni svas coC'' -od as 

sha|)e. d'lic taidc'" .m cival rsi;. dad :ri ,t 

square recess, and fa'it;hilv hdinesi v. inh ,is :h'/ 

rest ol th.e rcKiin svas aimo'.i m '-hcaii<\'. 1 * :.jii 

rather an intercstuda chnnrr, 1 hr d' ■ o : , ,u ui 

a case in the paj'iers duct mrsnin a h.;d. e/i;ie « !♦» a ihrnfv 
that suicklc was lar'itch die ir .,a ♦ i .i ■. ;i , ■; h;:};;, |j|\ 

lAajplc killed tliennwlvcs Iks,;. dirv s.cv. trow .,io, r. a flan 

existence would he rjiln.. ulmis. It vwr„ a |sa\ : ;r tij, 

who had a sense <vi hniia.a!r p,^n.cicJiv a , ,wi 

acce n t ii a t eci . Mad ( a . 1 1 1 i 1 1 1 j ever 1 1 « a .. r* ^ ! t i uu y '* d 

had it never occurrcii him how nac, ?i 1 -’^a ana, . fa::.* 
l)e ou the moon Yw-., «!i c.-.iii ',, , aijr dca lau.h 

shillinoananual hah\ ’% aqwnmaa^ oi %hias^ daa di- .anit"''" 
pherc aiul tcmper.’aurc ^a lUr da: a,* :,a:i.ra. dir 

existence of human iaanaa It v;...- 'dr ; ao'-a. < icat.a a 
<jf i)eitdi;.s with hotitcN. I’hrfr voar .ro.jr d^. l-rai . - .a dar 
motin, and the htnijes tin! la f m.afn, iir-a ‘r, add : r 
niucil !)clter tluac, hia^ne.r icahm'/ tdo:- sw adi :'■* » ,ri 
acccnttialcd, Iheumsnmua; c : imi , ’ ’o- td.a a, - air*:: 

and women fed Wouh! hr on d'r- laa a .. a; di : aaca a 
Our Athanasian C!rrrd v.Midd io a d' aar j, ,-■/ 

to Matthew Arnrdd’s dr-uaa* u, I :;ri w^aad* : . ar": 

noon tea, aiul alteruour* fr.i v.^rri-i a,,* O- fd a » f:" 

transient, dreamy pjancr m dhr da.m:- : : • d. d- daa* : a d 
butler. Isversdnnp. vomhi i.r f;- ard d,. 

‘'My <iwii emiuisiasm." iir a lad ' ” v, i ' i 

notliing more than lUv irdma 'sh; d- a,/.- * . Nr. 

the sixpenny ehrmical i.ihinrt’ d^ h ?,t,,.a, ; * ada . ;:r 
test ful'Hd and swoj-^ ihr rrracandri t* * a -i r, ao-'u > : 
common qmtri/. mth wlmh m unumr a u-'a ar> r ai 
passion/* 

ciaudius foiok, yp rhe idea, and WTfif widi i* nmil\ 
Itiiiy. lie and the doiiiir uimlniird thrir sii,q;r '.iious ' 
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the wildest suggestions — of what this under-accentuated, 
toned-down moon-life would be like. Mrs. Lamb, con- 
sciously well dressed, watched them in silence, sometimes 
with anxious eyes, as she wondered if all this was quite 
religious, sometimes with quite a different c.vpression as 
she thought what a good thing it was to kjok at Claudius 
and hear his musical voice, and then grew afraid of the 
thought. The doctor said that the niron-Iife would be 
heavenly. 

“Why not have it.? Why not reconstruct your 
existence here.? Why not reduce your enthusiasm to the 
schoolboy’s whim.? ” 

The doctor became suddenly serious, “ That is my 
own fault for .speaking inaccurately,” he .said. “ I spokL 
of my own enthusiasm, and I was wrong. The cnthusiasiir 
is not mine, but I am its. I belong to it; I am its slave. 
Body and .soul I am claimed by the service of humanity, 
and given up to it.” 

“ But a willing slave.? ” 

The doctor did not answer for a moment. He went 
on pealing a peach, his white nervous fingers and the knife 
in them suggesting the rapid neatness of a surgical opera- 
tion. He seemed to be thinking deeply. 

“ I rrally do not know,” he .said at last. “ I never 
wanted it to come, and I never resist it. It is, I should 
My, that some powerful tendency has absorbed my will into 
it. I feel like part of a natural law. Yes, that’s absurd, 
but I really grope for words to describe my sensations, and 
I do not get them very well.” 

“ And your work is for the good of humanity? ” 

“ Ultimately.” 

“ I wish I had some part in it. My end in view in my 
own work was .so much more .selfish. Perhaps that was 
why I failed. I have never told you about it.” 

Dr. Lamb shot a rapid glance at his wife, and it was 
she who answered. 

“ Yes ? You must not speak about it, Mr. Sandell, if 
the subject hurts you.” 
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On the contrary/' in- pnatsUHl, “ 1 ,im jtuuais to tdi 
you. The one thing i can tlc», .irpaientlv, !\ to prevent 
you from being- generous in the ilark/' 

Noj no! ” said Mrs, !.,ainh, le.nunj; i>aJ* lu lua- d;air. 

You must not imp-y ibaf ue .iaiM js mi'irusi you. 
That is hard on ns/' She syolo: cMfuesiiv. 

The doctor lookai at Iut aiidy. S!..- \\,\\ s.iuna, 

just what he evished, hut hr u,i< \ .tv \u;/ .ra;,iir dial she 
was not sayitig it Ins-. at -r la* waErd ii, taa.- !o3io tnere 
politeness, but hceatise she reahv mr.int if. h .Molnniol 
a vague notion dun IkuI err^ssed ius run id ihaJ' iktv. It 
enabled him, as he dimiglu {urr !us lufurr jsl.ms, to see 
where there was a jicsssildr wtok ’-.pea.. Hie vdiedc tlita,iglu 
went through his nnnd m a thrlu 

“ Quite so/’ lie murmured, ;e, !tr fS’iv.r^! fiir tiji\ itt Ids 
fingers gently tlrrnngh the risste w.i,!rr m lire hue. I hesitk 
him. “ Quite see” 

i sliould really him to lel! vuu/’ '.ju! t djuihus, “I 
think it wouk! inierc'U 

Mrs. Lamb leant Iser rlh'ows nri de- taldc. .mil !icr luati:! 

on her hands, and k«jked at luiu i'eriulv. 

Ah ! TIku: is tmdoiiiui'il: u wes!k! vrr\' e::et*ed of 

you/’ said the doctor. 

At this inrunem a scavaut ..uue O'frwjrd wirli ttir: c:c,.;tfei\ 
and Dr. lauuh gave a rapid tadei. 

d he cadfee and and i- very thing v.'r, .or likeh to vvatu 
—on the lawn. .At ouim.” 

\ou woulei rather* ’ flic doi'ior Oi'rijt on uu|iitruialy. 
turning n* the otlieix The mgiu ts mj h.,a, and I ilioiitdil 
it w<nilil l>e pleasanter talk out ilirre/’ 

1 hey b(d.h thtHtglu it ^.apual idea. Mi%, ham!/** niaii! 
had entered the rt«un with ati Clrtriu.il di..iu! tu hr«’ 
hands, Mrs* I,*ianib adjtisi,e*,| jt c.u'efo'bv o\er luvid 
and shoulders, bhe was a iUtriotoK >uufru{iif figure in 
that shawl Her diuneoiirrss had a!! tba! Madarir Ellice 
lould d(t for mortal woin.itu 1 hr pallor id her face ;uid 
flic darkness of her hair were uoiiirMblr, Sbr missed 
being beaiilifuL ■ She lookn! like an l’*gvpfiaii dissmfer 
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that had known Bond Street. The world had chosen her 
dress; the flesh and the spirit showed alternately in the 
expression of her face. 

Outside it was growing dusk. A big rug had been 
spread over the grass; on it were lounge chairs and a low 
table. On the^table were the smoking apparatus and 
the wonderful Madeira that the doctor liked to ta.ste atler 
dinner. The tiny Roman lamp gave a minute weird 
flame. The servant handed the colTec and witlulrcw. 
The two men lighted their cigars from the lamp. 

“ Now,” said*" the doctor,'’ “ if you arc ready, Mr. 
Sandell.” 

Claudius began. I think/’ lie said slowly, * that the 
thing I have " wanted most all through life has been 
freedom — the absence of limitation. I have often thought 
that I would be willing merely to taste it and then die. Yci 
I have never tasted it. As for my birtli, I nm the only 
son of my father, and my recollection of my m<)ther— • 
who died when I was a child — -is very vague. My father, 
Sir Constantine Sandcll— his knighthood was one of the 
birthday honours in the year that I wa.s horn, and it is an 
honour that he has since regretted- “Wvoiild liavc beem 
considered in some respects, an indulgent man. At h.um 
— I know now — I had very much more pocket monvy 
than was good for me. At the age oi: sixteen 1 g<>t the 
parental sanction to the use of tobacco •■ -‘-well, my father 
is himself a smoker. At Camliridgc, again, my nllowanec 
was very generous. But in important points 1 was never 
free. bJow, religion is, I suppose, an imp<»rf.int point.” 

Mrs. Lamb looked up at tlu' grey sky, and then slowly 
down again. Claudius continued : 

‘‘ Religion was, is, and always will 1h\ a most irnporiiint 
point to my father. Unfortunately, it is a point on which 
he has never been able to satisfy himself. lie has 
changed his religion times without number, hie is alx'uit 
due into Buddhism by now/’ he saitl wiili a bitter laugh, 

for I do not see what else is left. No, 1 am not joking. 
; And I was always compelled , to follow any sect with which 
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he happened to be in .‘;yin|^:uhy. I iny-rii li.iv,- In^cn a 
Scotch Presbyterian, an English Low < iuiolnuan, and an 
English Ritualist; I have found tliai the tiuih was in the 
Greek Church alone; I have been a iwanan Cailunie; I 
have followed my father imo the ‘ ilnia* [‘ersons 

and no God/ which has its dwelling Munewle u- mi 1 fa-un* 
Lane; I liave trital wiih liiin to fuui MiUsuLiiion in 
meta|)hysics tluit neiihcr ol us ctaihl ijuite undeistaiul; 
then I listeneil to the scrnions ol fouLei, and .uirr that to 
Voysey. I did mn mind, 1 \v,is oniv a Ihw ; irll«ee, n alwavs 
believed wliat: their lailiers tiehevi-d; n was ,i!l in tUc clay’s 
work. It was at the call Us sjmifualnan I’nat 1 oTrlled; by 
this time I was at Caniliridgr, and Itad begnii to think. 
Now, my father liad itiviteii to ean glare a jiiolessrd 
medium iVom Londotv a Miss Maidda ('nude,/* 

At diis tniarnenr tin* dortor am! Mis. L. mb i'Crliatng-d 
glances, as though (he iiamr ttj Miss Matilda roiiiby 
were signilicaut. It was aiiuost dark, i 'kuuluis uoiiceil 
nothing, anti ctintmued : 

"" For all 1 knmv to dw eonircav, Muo Matilda i oiahy 
may be tlicre still. Wiili all that I have ae:amst Iwr, I 
must own that she is a distiuctlv « Irvrr wtauau. I began 
to study conjuring tricks; I paid’ wub ni\ t.ulea's tuuurv 
—for lessons from pmfesous. \\ fjru 1 (Umu da tlui thr 
time was ri[>e, I expmal Miss Matdda t’o-ndn, and sliMwaa! 

my ladu'r that the al>solnie prc*oi as he called it was 
ingenious, but that they did better at the f -,ja:au Hall 
I might as well liave sp<»l;rn to tlu* P\i.unu!‘>, Miss 
Matilda t.kinihy was clever aiu! plausible; die had wanna! 
my father against the very rs.planafions ih.it | olfrird. 
lie considered that !ier position was umtinurah and fokl 
me, in so many words, that 1 was a iilasphenirr.’* 

** And that was the cause ot vour t|uanrl wiiti your 
father? said Dr, Lamti dreamily, 

No, he stil! had hopes ot me. \Vr did tpiarreh of 
course, hut the real reason is much nmrr ihi!ieu!f to irlh 
One ^day, at Cambridge, I had a Iriirr tioin him that 
surprised me and distressed me a go^iil deak I kurw tliac 
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this woman, Matilda Comby, had a great inHucncc over 
my father, but I did not guess how great-— until I rccui 
that letter. Briefly, it peremptorily ordered me to marry 
Matilda Comby — a woman ten years older than inyscli— - 
a woman whom I had always had the greatest dilliculty 
to treat with even the barest civility— a woman u'hom I 
knew to be a fraudulent charlatan. During the whole oi 
a year I had been doing my best to get this woman turned 
out of our house — and now I was calmly told that 1 was 
to marry her. The spirits had willed it; the spirits were 
very anxious for it; the spirits had foicti)ld that it vvoukl 
be ‘a singularly blessed union.’ It sounds like nuulness; 
yet in all business matters my father, at tliis very time, 
was showing himself particularly sane, particularly 
judicious.” 

“ That,” said the doctor, “ is not uncommon.” 

“ Matilda Coml)y also must have had some talent for 
speculative business. M,y father is, I suppose, a very 
wealthy man. With all her influence she doubted at first 
if sshc could persuade him to leave his entire property 
away from me. On money matters he was too sane. 
But it had probably occurred to her that she might marry 
me, and conic into the money that way. The spirits had 
suggested the marriage, but there was never any doubt tlnU 
the spirits were merely Matilda Comby.” 

“ One moment,” said Mrs. Lamb, rather shyly. 
“Matilda^ — I mean Miss Comby — was a charlatan, of 
course. I think myself that spiritualism is wicked* But 
has it not occurred to you that {K)ssibly she was really— 
it is so hard to be certain- — really in love with you? ” 

“ Impossible, Mrs. Lamb. I had always made it fairly 
clear that I despised her.” 

“ Sometimes, you know, that does not make any 
difference.” 

“Well, I do not think that her subsequent behaviour 
showed that she was very fond of me. At first I treated 
the thing as a joke; but I soon saw that my father w^as 
in earnest then I refused point-blank* Now, my fadter 
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docs not take pointdiiank rclitsals iuu ly a iu\i\ and 
I expected a storm. On tlic tajiitiary, 1 a uay paiicni 
letter. The spirits iiad becai at n. i la \ ihtfl inui 

him that 1 was sccrcdy engaged {.» au*aiiri uiatiaiu and 
that it was ior this .reason I Sua-i ie»nwv,h om dial it wiajld 
be to the advantage and h.ippme.v. .a tin' oaiaa Wiunan i{ 
1 gave .her U[a i rcpliei! titat there v^as iim <alua \\tJinan 
i],rthc case at all~as a matter oi iVr. f. aiiUiniy.h it j>. imi 
a particularly interesting hut, I have h.'mi hicai in lo\c 
in my life— and I rej.icated toy rcireah lie. nr\t liiu-r 
accused me of iuivmg tritietl with M.auda allec 

tions, Olg it was tlic wildest inranev. ! t.h.nlda ttoinhy 
.never appeared ilircetly in n at all. .Bin imwas obvious 
that her liand guided my t.nher s m c vn j a un that he 
wrote. I need .lua give you dirtub; tii all tlie uiiie:. 
pondcncc. At Ivist he ca!!cti me a hare ami 1 seni him 
a Ictteia whivii I ia.!\\ o,,oi loi", ain::i .ill, 1 •nu liis son. 
Tliat hnisiiei! it. 1 h.itl a miel cumi'aiiiiieaU,ori from him 
to the eheet that lie t.iu.l lUM wish to srs’ .me at lirar from 
me again. lie <*ne!oMai Uie .t Tnrt|ue iui uiu* ipiaiirrs 
allowance in adivame, atid t^ad me fli.n 1 \sas to exp.ei'l 
iKilhing lurther imm !um. luhe; deiun-'; Ins lileittue or 
after his (ksith. 1 srnt the waiiiui" ha* \\ i d. there I 
W'as with a hank balance ot tiH\ ptemui aiui the world 
before me.’* 

“ It WAS ver\ u'md ol him/' said Mts. i.-nub. It uas 
very cruel and unjust.’* She shweu-d %a/mK. 

“Ah,” the tlo.arf s.nd, “it h,e. turned, ,? imie ihilh, 
hasn’t it? ns tinisb the stoiy imltMa* m nn study. 

Sandcll. 1 have got !*.ome ol ib.n toba^o alkali wtmh yon 
were speaking, it jou care it.i try U'd* 

lluinks very mucin” said Saudrll. “I shoult! be 
delighted to try the tobacco, bur i unisi gai m\' pijn* lirst 
from upstairs.” 

As soon as hr had gone tipstairs, Ih"., I.amb fiiu. d 
brusquely to Ids wife. 

” Matilda Cami!>y?” he said, ” Vom Msf.i:rr*‘ 

“ I f fear so.” 
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“ Why is she going by her mniclcn n;inic? Ob, i -''ee 

yes, her husband.” . - , , , i 

“I thought she would go back to it ulu:i lu'i husiMiiii 

went away, but I know no more lor certain ilian \,*n 

do. She had stopped writing IcUcns to us, you kii.nv. 
Gabriel, even before my marriage. It isjatssibk- tliaf In i 
husband may have died in — died there. 

“Ah, yes. My wife’s sister originally r.ui aw.iy vsitu .1 
fraudulent company promoter; he inariinl her, and got 
into difficulties; he is now, if alive, doing a term ot jtru.tl 
servitude; so your sister resumes her lu.iideu ti.mu\ 
becomes a common swindler, and atiianpi . bi,-..mr, , 

What trifles thc.se things are! They ought not to o>iKein 
me. And yet, Hilda, I should jnel'er tli.it you did imt 
mention these facts to Mr. Sandeli." 

“ But they give him the means of reconciliation with 
his father.” 

“He will never take the first step in that direction 
Besides, why .sacrifice any man’s goutl opinion of yottf 
How will you be regarded if you s.iy th.it you are the 
sister of Matilda Comby? With invohuitary dislil.e .ind 
distrust.” 

“ But I might write to Sir Charles anouyiiiouslt 
giving proof of my statements.” 

“Quite .so! Admirable-! But you must get pmof. 
Unless you know that the convict is !.tili .tlive, you h.tve 
no ca.se. Find that out first. Mow." I iiavr not the 
least idea. Be clear on your tacts, before yam sacriiiic 

sisterly affection to your pas.sion tor- ” he p.ntscd a 

moment, and added, '* your jtassiou lor justice .ind 
reconciliation.” 

“I will do that, Guhrid. 1 won't s.iy .<ny thing to 
Mr. Sandeli. How happy lie will he to get h.tck in his 
right place again ! ” 

“There, run along, Hikla. He will he *!own in tlir 
study by now. Join him, and say I will lie there in a 
moment. I have a short note lo write, whieli must go 
to-night.” 
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When she had g<>nc\ he sat dtjun. hrUni' the lire, with 
his head in his hands, thrustitig fingers iiiu) tlic fringe 
of hair. His brow writikkai and then cleatrd; lie smiled 
liorribly to himscll. 

‘‘ Hilda’s letter cannnt gi» fe^r ihret oi iottr <lays. I 
thiNj{ that 1 can finish my inisinrss w itli C’lnuims Sandell 
to-nigiit, toanorrovv at latest. After 1 luwc gof hitn •• 
once got hin> - H him by !us wmd aitn iliat, there 
may be as much reconciliation as yiai please, my tlear 1 hlda, 
because it will not make any thffereiiee. PiaiM’ (iod! 
He rose and paced the room <\xciietlly. “ Vvaiuc (hnl in 
the highest! ” he said with fervour. 

He sat down and scribbled a hrict note, :uu! ipive it 
to a servant. Hum he cr^rssed tlte lialk ami wrtit down 
the passage to tire study. ** ! w<nulet. he i!u>ughi to 
himself, “ does Hilda think tliat 1 notice tu ft lung nothittg 
at all? vShc is falling in hwe wit!} Samlrll i le.r u, lie 
is entirely honourable I use it. ! Iravr hern kiml to him 
—and I use tliat, and now— we rcMlly progirssa’ 
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CHAPTER VII 


The rest of tlie story Claudius had to tell need not be 
told in his own words. He had come to i.mulon witli 
his fifty pounds in his pocket, and had taken cheap 
lodgings in Bloomsbury, lie meant to live economically, 
but he did not cjuite know how to do it; he also meant 
to write, but he did not quite know hciw u> tk» lian 
either. It was probably his accjuaintance with Burnage 
and Monsett at Cambridge that had given liim this idea 
of making a living by literature, ihese two men liad 
been actually printed in a London paper-— Burnage <nux!, 
and Monsett twice. In all three eases it was poetry, aiui 
unremunerated. Claudius did not tlunk that he coiikl 
write poetry; he cheerfully acknowledged in Burnage and 
Monsett their superior talents. Hut, in coiumon witli 
most men, he wanted to tell a story— and, unlike most 
men, he had a story to tell. He had Iiad it kn’ a long 
time. He remembered vaguely what Inid started it. i It* 
had been one summer evening on a country railway- 
station; and as he waited for tlic tmin, he hail read the 
advertisements, and some chance line of the merest 
foolishness had been whimsical enough to give him a 
suggestion. Looking up, he saw at the ianittr umI <ji 
the platform a woman standing sillioucrietl agaijtst the 
sunset sky, and the sight of her had carried tlu* .suggestion 
on. It had all been forgotten next day, aiui all remem- 
bered many days afterwards. Since that time it had gone 
through a, long period of change and growth in his own 
mind, until he knew all the people of his story intimately, 
and its, incidents had become ■ like incidents in his own 

225 M 



MORE STORIES BY BARRY PAIN 

career. Now when he had to make Ins own livelihood, 
he thought he would write his own novel. Both Burnage 
and Monsett had drawn for tlicnisclvcs brilliant pictures 
of literary success, and Claudius had listened. He knew 
that such success was not for him; he merely hoped to 
wu'ite a passable, readable, and consequently saleable story. 
There was nothing else that he cared to do. 

While he was learning how to write— he was surprised 
to find there was so ver}' much to learn~--and learning 
how to live economically, tlie fifty [)ounds sli[>pcd away. 
There came a day when lie left his B!<)tunsl>ury lodgings 
and took all his personal liclongings to a shop in the 
Fulliam Road. Nominally and extermilly it was a second- 
hand furniture shop, but there was really notliing that its 
proprietor would not l)uy and sell. He was an obese 
man, with a little voice, and a quick, narrow eye, and 
a watch-chain like a golden smike that suns itself on a 
hillock. To tliis man Cdaudius sold all his books and 
almost all his clothes, leaving himself liardly enough to 
keep liimself warm— it was late winter. 

'‘Now, sir,” said the rna.n, when the last iniquitous 
bargain had been completed, “is llierr nothiiig else? I 
buy amytliing and sell anyiliing. Tliink now, sir. Any 
little bits of furniture? Okl carpets or rugs? Fetch km 
away in my own cart am! give yaw no trouble. Or 
bedding now— I give a fair price lor that.” 

Claudius being in rather a mad ami bitter mood, had 
answered that he would .sell !iims<‘ll, liody and s{)ul, for 
one thousand pounds and one year la spend it in. 

“ Come now, sir,” the man went <m, “ joking 

apart——” 

“ Pm not joking; Fve nothing else to sell, and I mean 
what I say.” 

"Supposing,” the man said, rulibing his fat chin, 'Hhc 
law allowed it and I could tie you up someliow; I might 
risk two hundred pounds and give yon your year. It kid 
be a speculation.,.. But there--therc“'Whcrckl my security 
be? No, that’s all nons€,nse.” 
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Claudius went off with something under ten pounds in 
his pockets. Instead of two rooms in Bloomsbury he 
now took one small and dirty room in a back street in 
die Fulham neighbourhood. Here he almost starved 
himself and constantly overworked himself. He had 
intended at one time to write his novel to make his 
living; now he chiefly wanted to live in order to write his 
novel well. It was, as it were, a race against time, to 
get the novel finished as he would have it before the little 
money that he had gave out. Hopelessly improvident 
and unpractical, he made no calculation for a possible 
future when the novel might be finished and prove a 
failure. His experiences in those lower strata of London 
in which he now lived had helped to make him bitter 
and angry with die world, so that he told himself that 
when his novel was finished he would no longer want 
to live in the world at all. It seemed to be a world in 
which diere was no generosity, and no sense of what was 
really valuable. To guess the motives of those with whom 
he came in contact, he persuaded himself that he had only 
to guess the meanest possible in order to be always right. 
The struggle for life hardly seemed worth while. Sore 
as he still was at the treatment he had received from his 
father, his depression was further increased by his miserable 
surroundings, his semi-starvation, his occasional loss of his 
belief in his power to write at all, and his terrible 
loneliness. 

This latter was his own proud and foolish fault. It is 
true that the friends he might have had in London were 
quite singularly few, but still there were some. Partly 
from the belief that he would work best if he worked 
alone, and still more from a reluctance to meet in his 
adversity those whom he had known in his prosperity, or 
to discyss the quarrel with his father, Claudius had kept 
to himself. Otherwise Burnage, to do him justice, 
would have been willing — staunch and loyal — to have 
walked hand-in-hand with this lonely embryo-novelist 
until that point when Claudius really needed a friend. 
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Lady Verrider, an old friend oi tlic vS.auUil Mindy, a 
kindly and worldly w<nnan wlio w.is id Llaudius, 

would have gone with him nrudi iuriiur; aiul there were 
others, of less iinportancc, who Winrld have iu;cn glatl to 
see him. But Claudius would ianc luiiH' oi them. I'lie 
lower he sank in poverty aiul iiep-vnom du* more 
obstinate he became on tins pmm, lie had much the 
same instinct that makes the woundet! ammai huk- useh. 

On the day that tlte ntjvci was tumhed, t aaihiius seat 
it o(f to a publisliing lirm. h came leak .duio.st iluectly, 
and he sent it to auoUver. He jcml hi.v LimllaiU, and 
had one shilling kit in Ins pocket. Aiul lU'W he UufUght 
that he could die ejuitc easily, ,iml hiH>n that he 

could not. Me was young, and unable it* liil hniiscli oi 
the instinctive love id lile. '1 lure wcie many ways in 
whicli a inan ol goini ciiaractn aiui «aiiuauuui and >Sianu: 
alvilitics coirkl make a Ian liViknrud. /smu vi them 
appealed to his tastes juuUvuiaily, but he detenmncii to 
adopt one oi ihein aiiyi»nemaii\ n uas neo > .,u \ to iiave 
a little rnoucy lirst : lie must l>e able u* bu\ an <aulu and 
pay a railway lare, or he could do luitiemg.. li the 
publishers accepted Iris novel, he (k'tinmiual to sink itis 
pride and ask lor an advaiue iiom tluim d ins was his 
only chance; he had in his leUet tt> tiiem a'/L^d them to 
let him have their opinion as M.«m as poswhle, and some 
how or other he must hang on until thiu Irtccr came, 
lie had only one shiilitig on wliu h a.ut; to 4^eak 
accurately, he liad (udy dcvenpeiue, lor thr laiulkuly luul 
intimated that she would charge one pranv lot taking 
in the letter tor liim wlien hr was no kar/yi hn lodger. 
As it was necessary to make ins rk-vtiipeiu r last as king 
as possible, he considered iliar it woiikl hr absiiui m speiitl 
any of it on a bed; tlic early stnnmei had heitnn now, 
fortunately, and the niglds were |usi waim catongji io make 
it possildc 10 keep in the open air without killing one 
sell. He had found a spot away on Wbnihlcdon i Ammon, 
w'hcre it was unlikely that anyone wotiki imeiteir with 
him. There he slept for nine successive nights; indeed, 
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he spent most of the days there, for he found himself too 
weak to do very much walking about. On the morning 
of the tenth he had only one penny left out of the 
shilling, which the landlady would want if there was a 
letter for him. He walked slowly to his old lodging in 
Fulham, and inquired if there was a letter. ^ 

There was a letter, and the novel had come back again. 
The landlady refused to take his penny, and said that 
he could leave the parcel with her. His first sensation 
was one of intense delight that he would now be able to 
buy something to eat. He hurried off; when he got to 
the baker s shop, he was so breathless that he could hardly 
ask for what he wanted. He bought a penny loaf and 
hid it under his coat, breaking bits off it and eating them 
as he went along. It was very beautiful bread, he 
thought. 

When he had finished half the bread, he pm the rest 
in his pocket. He had a vague idea that when he had 
come to the end of the bread, he would have come to the 
end of everything. It w^as with the greatest difficulty 
that he walked back to Wimbledon Common. There, 
among some furze bushes, out of sight, he lay down. 
Late in the evening he finished his bread. He did not 
sleep that night, but in the early morning he dozed off for 
an hour or two. When he awoke, the world seemed to 
be very far off; nothing that he had ever said or done 
seemed to him to be quite real. There was no gnawing 
of hunger now, and even the instinctive craving for mere 
life had left him. He did not think about his novel at 
all, but he noticed very small things: he picked a big 
leaf and counted the veins in it carefully. A gradual 
drowsiness came over him, and he had moments when 
his consciousness seemed to go, and he was not sure 
whether he was walking or lying down. 

It was on that night that — -as has already been described 
■—the doctor found him. 

Glaudius'did not tell all this. He gave the bare facts 
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without comment, anti hartlly recorded at all what his 
sensations had been. When he had liaished, Mrs. Lamb 
rose, and said quietly : 

“ That has been very interesting to me, Mr. Sandell. 

I am sorry that you suficred so much. 'lou must not 
suffer any more— life must be made easy for you." 

“ It has been already — ux) easy. I’m atraid.” 

“ I am tired, and must say good night.” 

She gave him her hand. It shook visibly, .and even 
Sandell noticed that she seemed to be with dilllculty 
concealing some emotion. Me rcjiroached hiinsell,. 

“ Ah, Mrs. Lamb,” he said, ” you must not believe too 
much in my own story of my own sufl'erings. One is 
ignobly tempted to mtikc the mo.st of such things when 
one is speaking to sympathetic people.” 

“ No,” she said, “ you did not do that. But I certainly 
am sympathetic. (ukkI night, Mr. Sandell; good night, 
G.abricl.” 

Dr. Lamb looked at her curiously from narrtiwed eyes. 
He looked like a che.ss-playcr, hovering over a great and 
final move, whose attention has been for a motnent 
distracted. 

“ Good night, my dear,” he stiid. 

When .she had got upstairs that night, she hesitated a 
moment before the door of the room that had lieea her 
dead baby’s nursery. Her thiti white h.and touched the 
handle of the dwtr and then left it. She dared tint go 
in. In her own room, she flung herselt on the bed; after 
a minute or two she rose and ktielt d<nvn. There were 
nrayers which she said iti a certain forntal order every 
light She began the first of them in a low voice. 

“ Almighty and most mereiftil 

Then she stopped suddenly, her whole tody shaken 
by a dry sob. 

“God help me! ” she w.iilcd. “God help me! I’m 
a wicked woman. I hate Gabriel! I hate him — 'hate 
him! Make me love him again. Take away my sin^ — 
my sin that I can’t help or fight against any more! " 

230 



THE OCTAVE OF CLAUDIUS 

Even in the moment of her prayer she felt no faintest 
hope. This sudden, awful love for Claudius that had 
come seemed to have entered too deeply, to be 

part of her, so that not even the fires of torment could 
burn It out. In great anguish she prayed on. 

“Was I not tried enough and hurt enough.? Every 
day I see women in the street that have their babies with 
thern, and they’re laughing. They don’t know that 
they re driving me mad. They don’t know it, but they 
are. I bore it all when my darling was taken away from 
me. I bore it all when I lost Gabriel’s love, too. Only 
have mercy now! Do not let me be wicked! Oh, 
God! ’ 

Once more she stopped suddenly. This time she rose 
to her feet. 

It s no use, she said. “ God has left me.” 

She did not sob any more at all; she was perfectly quiet. 

When the dawn stole into her room, hours afterwards, 
she still lay with eyes wide open. Her hands rested 
quietly by her side; all through her sleepless hours she 
had hardly moved. It was such a little thing to lose one’s 
sleep, when one had lost one’s child, and love, and God 
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DowNvSTAirs in tin* study the two nn’O v. c;ut (Uj tulkinn; 
long after Mrs. Lanih li;ul left da*in. ( Vauinis felt 
hiiTiself to l)c just u siiade above his lannia! sfefc. 'The 
difference was very slight a ierliug, ui tinu’.tad eoutciu- 
inent, almost of cKaltatuni, Pcih/.p*, a iu» nu^iv than 
the pleasure that cottuvs in telling o! tnuiblc jeea. 

‘‘ Sandelld' said the iioclijr, *' in soiur !e%[n\t.s I 
observe that you are a praetieal man.” 

(daudiiis lauglu'd. ” Fve never laecn aeeusrd of that 
l)elV)red’ he said. ” Do you meau ii " ” 

” Well, perliaps ! sliould liuve put i? that, .Uiuriiimt to 
my view, you art* praetieal, 'I hr u*a!d WMold thuik 
otherwise; it wemkl eonsitier that \mu sliMuk! ha\t* g.iitie 
to your friends in laautknK and hoihej. t! tht in to iim! ytui 
work of some sort; it woukl relenlu* uiu lor \our foolish 
ness in having written a newrl whni von iaiejn u> have 
lu'en earning money; it WinM h.:rr l.; d \ou uln \ou 
did not take a [Kast as a mastei in a pus air ndM<f4, or 
become a calrdrivrr--- iny wiir tells me that sou diive 
well— since either professiea'i vmnld h*ur huaedir \ou a 
certain ini'onn*,” 

” h'or that matter,” saii! Cdandtus, rhr\ v nuld h»tih 
have hronglu aimnt the same iiiM'^ur, Wei!, uhcni I 
eomc to kiok l^aek on my hfr now, 1 lurnrols think tli.if 

the World would lie right,” 

” Do you? Is life, bar mere lifr\ s.ilo*, nifli hviiitff 
Could you, for instance, live on m a o.or of m»!Uiiiu;i! 
humiliation ami ohliwuiorD ** 

Do not foruei that I am livitw. in a suir of gieaf 
ohlimuion at this mtunfiit It is ftur that ! ud! mii ” 
” d*here, there--! \vasri*r referring to fli.it. If it is any 
a,p 
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comfort to know it, I will give you tlie cIkuicc* to niyji! to 
end all the obligations— even to place me imthr *)n 
obligation to you/' 

“I accept it at once! " said Claudius ini|uil .)\eK. 

“No; you must hear about it itrst. Oh, iloi/i \vi*\ 
bother about it just now! Let rue mv, 1 was spealoug 
of life for its own sake. There 1 eiuirdy agiet* with what 
must have been your own belief. late tor Us own sake is 
without value. I do not want it. Voii reaiiunl a point 
in your career in which you lived lor ytau wtak alonr. 
Believe me, whatever your future fate' tuay lu% war will 
always look hack on that {Hiiod with a gtt at and Ire^ttimatr 
elation. For myself, I always live for in\ wml aionr. 1 
also should be elated, only I luivet/t the lime; brsitlrs, mv 
work makes me Immble/' 

“Your work,” Claudius said, is diliei'eiit trruii mine. 
It is so much liner. 1 sujipose that inv Ufjvel is vrrv 
bad. I h iivo hwn Umi dose to it, \voikci! too loin< on it, 
to be able to Conn any opinion alxiiit it tuysd!'. K‘<»\v that 
it is written I hardly ever think about it. Hut i! tt were 
good, and cle.served reward, 1 .shonld h.ive it. 'i'hc days 
of the unappreciated are over, 'i'he tinMani bltisli is gone 
out. I work for niysdf ami get a r<-\>. aid, iJ 1 deserve 
it. You work for hiiinantty at kati'e, iry.aidle!,v oC 
rewards.” 

“Pioneens arc seldom rewarded," the tlcntor ansuered, 

“ Idea.s don’t pay, tltc inipnivemems on ideas *lo. and tfic 
tinkers arc kings nowadays. Ikil 1 (crfaiiily have iny 
reward. You have mitieed, perhaps, ih.it onlv people with 
imagination lay down wine. 'Fhe old man in his erliai. 
storing the vintage that he knows he laniiot live to diinh, 
tastes in that moment all its tmlioi'n pet In lions that one 
day hi.s grandson overheat! will piaisr. 'Utr man ih.a 
plants trees .slcep.s in imagination mulei ihnr giaidit! 
shade.” 

He began to pace slowly up and dtiwn his study. He 
went on: 

“ And I have at least imagination enough to picture 
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tlic humanity tha.t might 1k.% if rny iinr uf fc’scMriT 
would do all that it promises. Alu SaiHlcil, u 1,% vvtd! 
enough tliat wc jdiouki h:;ok hackv.aii! loe.i umii fc* 
anthropoid ape, from the ape f*? t!ir uie.ie.a ieul or 
reptile: l)Ut to Icajk forward is hrtir:. a .ut hui 

the end yet, I sec — in toy nmur.s ryr% I 

— thiK new humanity. It walks eua u lu 

mystery* ft holds the keys o| litr or of iaMvem 

and lu:ll. it is the tnasier of itN fate, m.d.rs its , ij.ush trr, 
nioulds its physiijiie, lias jtrs vvlur uurlhM it wilU, Ami 
all that may haj^pen if I wdl fell a, .a. 1 kj.ju* a, tril 
some two or three tltings.’' 

hlc opened the windmv, and lo^^aal oait in ihe 
direction of the liglus of [..oniiun, 

** There!” lu: exclaimed. '* llicrr thrv .ar, fiiillions 
of: them, avv;iy in die ‘arudee, kmejuma '.a {%■!;■ liviae, 
dying! ivacii man of ihrm is nothing a*, an uuiivultiii, 
C'harlcs IVacc and Willsarn Slmhrspr.nr were lioili 
accidents. Yet how I am comprdrd as h\ !,i.me blind 

—to love them in tlie mass! 1’hry d-- rdf bmiv 

where they came from or wlntlui ifiey *'o: f!tf\ h.ivr ilwir 
hopes ahrnii ii,cr their lears, or ihnr eimyrtr imladenaio* 
hm not one <tf them knows.*’ 

Not one,” echota! Cdaudins, 

They donk know rtunr own pfiirriii:i!ifir,N. And iiiom 
of them are hall alraiti to piedi t!'u: Inrnf*. of fhrit 
kiunUetlge. Yes, that is reaik paf!e-!i„ mnw-aLiljlv 
pathetic.” ^ ' 

I sliiiuld h.'ive tiaaedn/' s.dd cT-uduis, ilr 

tendency nowatlays was dir opposur *4 dmi -1 dura to 
find out all dun one possiblv could/* 

Yes, yes— dn certain ihrccfioris,” 

” Not in all?” 

**Not for the .average man. |}r brlirvrs tn his divine 
genius and his devili'sh crioiinak lie tiuf*s not wani 10 
have diem explained axvayt he don not waiif lo liint ihrir 
origin traced otherwise ihan directly to C k»d or drvil. I !e 
wdl let the doctor give him pills h*i his huh: bin he 

a34 



THE OCTAVE OF CLAUDIUS 

believes that his mind and his morals arc exclusively in 
the hands of God and fate.” 

“And you do not believe in any of that? ” 

“At any rate, I sulxstitute ‘very indirectly ’ fur 
‘directly.’ If there is any antagonism between religion 
and science, it is the fault of religion. It will dcieiul 
untenable positions, and then — when the positions arc lost 
-rassert that it was unnecessary to have defended them, as 
they were immaterial. That kind of thing makes any 
man angry who loves truth. At the same time, I do not 
rail against religion. While your raw medical student is 
making hnnself objectionable about the doctrine of the 
Incarnation, I am studying parthenogenesis. ‘I 'rue, I 
sneered just now at the divinity of genius and the 
devilishness of the criminal. Neither has the inevitability 
which belongs to one’s idea of a superhuman power. 
Bring me a genius, and permit me to liit him on the 
head; if I hit him hard enough, but not too hard, he will 
not die; but his genius will leave him, his books will 
remain unwritten, his pictures unpainted.” 

“ But the reverse process,” said Claudius, “ to make a 
stupid man intelligent.” 

“By the simple operation required for the renaoval 
of a post-nasal growth, a stupid child may he made 
intelligent, the administration of a simple purge may 
peseivc the sanity that a man would otherwise have lost; 
but the ‘but why should I C|uotc these eonuTionplaccs? 
You know that the connection between mind and Iwdy 
exists— the connection lictwcen fear and the heart, for 
instance; between hope and the respiratory organs; 
between anger, or melancholy, and the tligc.stive apiia'ratus, 

IS as well known as the connection betw'ccn thought and 
the brain. After all, why should I bother you witli the 
starting-points of medical psycliology— of my own beliefs, 
and my own line of research ? 

Really, doctor, I am more eager to find out than you 
are vto .tell I want to know-how. this research is goina: - 
on, and how it will end.’’ » o 
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‘'It will go on aiuJ riu,l ui i!ia !h-i\kc ni hiiriKinity. 
If i gave you ilie (ka.uih, i ihiui. lU.it \un v.^^uifl rc^'ard 
me rather a.s a ijuack llian a, with" the 

restless anibitioirs oi a. naalea:;;. \ vi ivuivinovi thaa the 
helerotloxy ol lo^tluy e> tti Imjhuituw, 

What the charhitati ialsely jaartejiih. ? U*., tho mail of 
seieiiec sneers .n, as iin|.H}s,siblc. ; i»r.i ihr uiau <t| si lenee of 
tire next geurr.itioa ;irtually e. hat ih.n vhailatan 

falsely pretetuls to ilo. It 1 have ia-cai 'Mir,, at any 

rate 1 ftave riot Ijceri rri’klr.o,. I luvc’ \wahet! 1 have 
won my way steji by strjn ti 1 v/.e. rvn tmeord to make 
a theory, ant! tme Imir snun.! m tht^ paali, I have 
either atunmtetl h.)r tie; fao rir tiauho.-d ilir thniry, or 
aliamionetl it aiioyatlirr. I iiavr jau’«.d ibr.au-*, tni the 
oflier baiu.1, that i slitaaiti Inivr iiovn tl.iiril |tt 

they have hem iotied np<>n me ktv fitr Oiaut th !,uts 

tltcorics that liaer nrvm' evr-n le-rn mi‘|'uuridrd hriore. 
As far as 1 ii.ivc yt'a., 1 ioiihi '-.vrifr iiiv diseiaMrrirs on hall; 
a sheet of Inn thuie;!?. f!ir\’ mev he fru\ tltcy 

are vital, 1 ts-li \o{i( :-,o!rm!t!v, Se.ntfrlh the whole 
lutnre of hum,imty depemls tfinii and wiiai will 

folknv thrnid' 

\Vi!l it !w hang ht-haa- rtm tfatli ffir rin!" 

** ! cannot say. At pir’ en t (.omia ‘/rt uii |noperIy, 
I am in a positmn nt t\ir in .\\i * ?.mf I: eiiuat anti 
tliflicnliy. !l ! Iiad not h%-‘!n! timii ms v,,ih dn** uunost 
patieiua* ami hnirtiiitv, this Mniaionesai »a!ld \\r enough 

to tlrivr me rn.ui. I fiTI \Mti !|mv< fh*"' oiIim niejit I 

almost fiavcii tire gate, noid \ilnio‘.fd n mUucs 

in anti spoils evervilhrup Utrrr n. oitr iliiim dru I, want.** 
“WhaiEk?^* 

*'1 want a mart tvhom I ran tima imph«nK who will 
tryst me implicit H%** 

** I atrt at your service, ihHiord* i Tiudius answnnL ** I 
mean it. You said the othri day that you ktirw I did not 
U‘!l lies: I would keep your sruris.*' 

*‘ Ah, yes; it is pmvrrluah of ihaf ii is hrtier 

nm to show cliildreii or fofik half fiuKhrit wotk ! I s.lmi!cl 
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be reluctant to have one of my discoveries known at 
present, because it could be so easily misused. Still, you 
must not think that I’m the victim of scienlihc jealmisv. 
Lord, what a lot there is of that! Let me do the worL, 
and get the knowledge — and anyone else may have llu- 
glory of it. But you must hear more.” 

“Well?” 

Dr. Lamb sat down again, his great hands interlocked, 
his eyes fixed steadily on Claudius. You mu.sf have had 
your finger on his pulse to know that he was goin<; through 
critical and exciting moments. 

Sandcll, he said, <lo you rcmcinher ili;ii; wdnai vtiu 
sold all your personal property, to get enough money to 
enable you to finish your novel, that you made one offer 
—ironical, I suppose—which the shopman ua.s hwlish 
enough not to accept.’^ 

Yes. But niy oflcr was more fooli.sh than hi.s refusal.** 

“Your offer was foolish for two reasons. You tisked 
too little. You have probably tliirty efficient years before 
you in the oidinary course of things.” ff'he tlocior pulled 
out a pocket-pencil, and did a rapid sum on his shirt-cuff. 
“The entire command of your body aiul soul must he 
worth to any man more than /J33 6s. Hd, a vear. liven 
you must see that. You would get more it you simply 
worked for a few hours a day as"a bricklaYer'’s labourer. 
Then, again, you asked for a year in which to sixaul that 
money.” 

“Yes, too little.” 

“Too little, my dear Sandell.? It was too niiuh- verv 
niany times too much. Ihink what may hapj'en in a 
countless tics that one may form and find it 
difficult to break; the entire cliangc tlmt mav come over 
^e’s opinions, the entire alteration in one’s views of life. 
How could you go back at the end of a year.? 'i'lie 
^’'■eak your word would he alnmst insuper- 

^ “ Yet, if I had made the senseless arrange*-—' 
should have gone back.” 
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wilich U'C Ml'C Itcrt! U*'/!, 1 ;; I!; ,, I 

I<'>I(,I y<H.i that 1 uauifcal .1 iiia?i iv!u» \v<aiji| ii'ii'a me 
implicitly, I Wiinr. a itirai tlj. fun fua \u !ar ibai: 

he will make e-vea' it't me, c-auee, i\n ipir'. fitae^ the 
remainder of hie liie, fur m ae.iOrmMott rieju 
thomsam! pounds-- f.ii.;!r I ana pmnt ua! r-. ».!!■ *. |!- nimr 

coiTic U) me a,s hr wtadd iu?ar tis dnah if-.rii, Ids 

[>a.st belniul !iim mnt aivav fnm luf?a yv.n\,[ up Immrlf, 
hotly aiu! eou!, to me, I v, i*r !ta\r I luijud a man 

who would have !>rrn wdlmy to ha\r plamat dial iriist 
in me; hut in nmjicr case timid I !ui*r fuemd the man* 
Sooner or later In* would !t*or h; ! >at tm, icug,uie 
and, nl c<mrf4% the law vcoidd iiia li.r.'r lulfi'-d lue. But 
I truta you. If y<m yivr nr vom voad ♦♦! hm mtr, ! do 
not want other reeuriiy. I i!»* not otln yt»a f;nae than 

you arc worth to me -- -inderd, I ,uu tiot wralihv einmidi 

to oiler you aK.iiutch ;h ytiti aie wraih. You \*iuii!d keive 
me ittickT an obligatkiu, ! olf^a' me In ilium, and pcmiicls, 
and I give you eight clay*id' 

Arc you reallv ■meaniiH! 

**Ye*s/’ 

I am to ank no cjutwiion^ abaiit the ftiiuie^ 
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